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INTRODUCTION 


IT is a strange series of events that letters 
written by H. P. B. to a friend of her youth. 
Prince Alexander Mihailovich Dondoukoff- 
Korsakoff—some of them written from the 
Adyar Headquarters—should finally find their 
resting place in the Archives of the Theo- 
sophical Society at Adyar. 

In June 1926 Dr. Besant received a com¬ 
munication from Mrs. Elsa Lorsy-Stephani, a 
member in Vienna (now resident in Chicago, 
U. S. A., and still active in the work of the 
Society), saying that a journalistic acquain¬ 
tance of hers, a Mr. Pierre Bolt, had brought 
to her sixteen letters of H. P. B., which 
he desired to sell. Sent with this communi¬ 
cation were four photographic reproductions 
from pages of the letters, and one show¬ 
ing both back and front of an envelope, 
addressed by H. P. B. to her friend. (A 
reproduction of the envelope is given in this 
book.) 
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As the price asked for the letters was very 
high and Dr. Besant did not feel justified in 
spending such a large amount of the Society’s 
money, even though there was no question 
whatsoever about their genuineness, she 
consulted me on the matter (I was then 
Vice-President), and my advice was to make 
an offer of £20, out of a sum that had been 
transferred to the Adyar Library. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Bolt was travelling ex¬ 
tensively in Europe, and it was not until 
nearly five years later that Mrs. Lorsy- 
Stephani succeeded in tracing him and com¬ 
municating his address to Adyar. Finally, in 
November 1931, Mr. A. Schwarz, Treasurer of 
the Society, on instructions from Dr. Besant, 
wrote to Mr. Bolt offering £20 for the letters, 
and saying that if the offer was accepted, the 
letters should be handed over to Mr. John 
Cordes in Vienna to forward to Adyar. But 
the offer received no answer. 

The following year, in 1932, Mr. Bolt was 
in communication with the head of the Point 
Loma Society, Dr, G. de Purucker, and offered 
him the letters for a sum of $500, Point Loma 
regretted they were unable to spare such a 
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large amount, though they recognized the 
value of the letters, particularly as they 
would like to incorporate them in the Cen^ 
tennial Edition of H. P. B.’s writings, then in 
course of publication. Point Loma requested 
Mr. Bolt to send them photostatic copies 
of the material, at their expense, pending 
the time when Point Loma might be able 
to purchase the letters. Nothing further 
happened, and apparently Mr. Bolt never 
complied with the request to send the photo¬ 
static copies asked for. 

The history of the letters, as narrated by 
Mr. Bolt in 1939 to Madame Jeanne S. Lef^vre 
of Lisbon (who had befriended him, as des¬ 
cribed later), is as follows : 

First, this gentleman’s name was not “ Bolt ” 
at all, but Leo Ladislav Semere. He was a 
Hungarian, but when a portion of Hungary 
was transferred to Czecho-Slovakia by the 
Treaty of Trianon, he became a naturalized 
Czech. But when once again, owing to the 
political adjustments of 1938, that portion of 
the country where he resided was given back 
to Hungary, Mr. Sem6re became a Hungarian 
citizen again. He was an engineer, later took 
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a medical degree, was a writer and journalist, 
and employed in the Foreign Office of Austria. 
In his work as a writer and journalist he used 
the pseudonym of Pierre Bolt. 

As to the letters, he said there was an 
Austrian soldier who had joined the Bolshevik 
party and voluntered to go and help the 
Russian Revolution. The supposition is that 
when the country houses of the wealthy 
Russian nobles were sacked, among them was 
that of the family of Prince Dondoukoff- 
Korsakoff; the letters were found, and this 
soldier brought them to Austria as part of his 
booty. As the letters seemed to have been 
carefully guarded, he realized that they must 
have some monetary value, and so he contacted 
the Secret Service Ministry and offered the 
letters to one of its employees for a hundred 
roubles. This latter gentleman, knowing of the 
interest of Mr. Semere in all matters of occult 
science (he had a great admiration for H.P.B.), 
referred the soldier to him, and Mr. Sem^re 
purchased the letters. Then, as mentioned 
above, he offered them first to Mrs. Lorsy- 
Stephani (who then contacted Dr. Besant) 
and then to Point Loma. 
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But the story as told to Madame Lefevre 
does not agree in all particulars with that 
which Mr. Bolt had related fifteen years 
earlier to Mrs. Lorsy-Stephani, and it may 
therefore be of interest also to record that 
earlier story of the letters : 

The letters were the property of a Russian 
lady, presumably the heiress of the late Prince 
Dondoukoff-Korsakoff. They had been sewn 
together with a thick paper cover and brought 
to Vienna by a Russian diplomat, a personal 
friend of the Russian lady, who was said to 
be very poor and wanted to make some money 
from the sale of the letters. The diplomat 
in his turn sent them to his old friend in 
Vienna, Pierre Bolt, who was authorized by 
him to sell them at the best possible price. It 
was then that Mr, Bolt contacted Mrs. Lorsy- 
Stephani, a journalistic acquaintance whom 
he had not seen for some years, but knew to 
be a member of the Society, and offered to 
sell the letters to her. 

Mr. Somere had taken part in various 
political movements, and therefore when the 
Germans occupied Austria, he fled first to 
Switzerland and then to France. In France 
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he became acquainted with a Portuguese 
doctor, who advised him to go to Portugal. 
Mr. Semoro already had a Hungarian passport 
with a permit issued in 1939 to reside in 
Portugal. He went to Portugal and spent 
eleven months there, first in a hotel, after¬ 
wards in a boarding house, and later still 
rented a room from a lady who was a teacher 
of dancing. 

Then Madame Jeanne S. Lefovre, the 
General Secretary of the Theosophical Society 
in Portugal (who has been twice my hostess 
in my visits to Portugal), invited Mr. Bolt to 
come and reside in her house. His residence 
with her enabled her to give him much per¬ 
sonal assistance, as he was already a sick man. 
Finally, the police of Portugal would not 
renew the permission for his further residence 
in the country. 

In the meantime, war had commenced and 
Mr. Bolt, as he then called himself, tried ta 
get to Mexico, where he hoped to join his 
daughter who was in the United States. But 
being unable to contact his daughter, he then 
wrote to a friend in France, and this friend 
obtained for him permission to enter France. 
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Madame Lefevre arranged for all the necessary 
papers and Mr. Bolt left Lisbon in January 1940, 
His health was then very precarious, due to the 
cold, but everything necessary was done for his 
health. Of course he never calculated that 
France would be invaded by the Germans. 

When war had broken out on September 
3, 1939, Mr. Bolt during his residence with 
Madame Lefevre had entrusted the H. P. B. 
letters to her, as he did not expect to live 
more than six years. But when he left 
Portugal for France, he wanted the letters 
back, because, he said, they had been a talis¬ 
man to protect him during all his many 
peregrinations and dangers. He did not want 
to be separated from them till his death. He 
promised that he would leave them by Will 
either to the Portuguese Section or to the 
English Section, and particularly to the 
Portuguese Section, in order to create for it a 
“ centre of force ”. On January 12, 1940 
Mr. Bolt declared to the Executive Com¬ 
mittee of the Portuguese Section that he would 
leave these letters to the Section, but he re¬ 
quested the Section to guard them and not to 
send them to Adyar. 
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therefore in order to confuse the police she 
wrote in Russian as well as in French. 

Dr. Kamensky devoted much time and 
labour to translating the Russian parts of 
H. P. B.’s letters, and when the work was 
finished she wrote, when giving them back 
to me: “ It was a big job, but I have enjoyed 
it Never have I felt so vividly H. P. B.’s 
personality, with all her originality, humour, 
her violent emotion, and at the same time, 
such purity and devotion.” 

On my return to Adyar at the end of 1947 
I brought the letters with me and kept them 
in my safe, hoping that I would find the time 
to translate them all from the French. Then 
Mademoiselle Pascaline Mallet, a prominent 
member of the Theosophical Society in 
France, came in 1950 to the 75th Anniversary 
Convention of the Society at Adyar. I 
requested her then to translate the letters, 
both the parts in French, and the French 
translations done by Dr. Kamensky of the 
Russian portions. Mademoiselle Mallet gladly 
consented to do the work and spent each 
morning for nearly a month doing the trans¬ 
lations. 
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When the English translation was ready. 
Miss Hilda S. Kemp, once my secretary for 
several years, typed them for the press. 

But the most arduous task of getting the 
letters ready for the press, directing the work 
of printing, and doing proof-reading has been 
undertaken by Miss Katherine A. Beechey, 
private secretary to the Vice-President of the 
Theosophical Society. In the midst of much 
secretarial work, Miss Beechey undertook this 
additional task, as she did for the first volume 
of H. P. B. Speaks. As Miss Beechey’s office 
is next to mine, there were continual con¬ 
sultations between her and myself over 
proofs, etc. 

As these letters of H. P. B. were on thin 
paper and some were beginning to tear and 
all were liable to suffer damage, the Vasanta 
Press has pasted sheets of cellophane on the 
front and back of each letter. This preserves 
the letters from further damage, and yet, 
owing to the transparency of the cellophane, 
allows the writing to be perfectly legible. 

One of the strangest factors in this whole 
history is that, as I have corrected the proofs 
from the Press and have written the various 



XVI 


footnotes, I was doing the work in the very 
room of H. P. B., where from 1882 she lived 
and wrote some of the letters to her friend. 

C. JINARAJADASA 

December 1951 
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LETTER' OF H.P.B. TO ADELBERTH 
DE BOURBON,* THE HAGUE, 
HOLLAND 


H. P. B. 

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY 

OF THE T. S. A. S.* BOMBAY 


Simla (Himalaya). 

sejif’re* 4^ 1881. 


Dear Sir and Brother, 

Your photo, letter, and the Magikon all 
arrived, climbing 10,000 feet high to reach 
me. The first —is a wonderful likeness (to 
one of your ancestors at least, whose portrait 
we have in our family) ; the second pleased me 
immensely—objective contents and what I 
read subjectively between the lines ; the third 
—an excellent thing for our Society’s Library, 
but I, personally cannot read it, since though 
my father was a German, a Finlander—Baron 
Hahn Hahn, I do not know German. 



LETTER ‘ OF H.P.B. TO ADELBERTH 
DE BOURBON,* THE HAGUE, 
HOLLAND 


H. P. B. 

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY 

OF THE T. S. A. S’ BOMBAY 

Simla (Himalaya). 

sepbre* 4 ^ 1881 . 


Dear Sir and Brother, 

Your photo, letter, and the Magikon all 
arrived, climbing 10,000 feet high to reach 
me. The first —is a wonderful likeness (to 
one of your ancestors at least, whose portrait 
we have in our family) ; the second pleased me 
immensely—objective contents and what I 
read subjectively between the lines ; the third 
—an excellent thing for our Society’s Library, 
but I, personally cannot read it, since though 
my father was a German, a Finlander—Baron 
Hahn Hahn, I do not know German, 
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“ Et voila pourquoi votre fille est rauette ”! * 
Nevertheless, on behalf of the Society, I 
thank you for it. 

The “ Post Nubila Lux * Theosophical 
Society ” is a good name, and it will be thus 
recorded. I do approve as your proceedings, 
as a S.'.T.’.P.'. et S.'.V.'.P.'.^ can hardly err in 
such matters of organization. By-the-bye you 
did not split or break off from the “ Grand 
Orient*,” did you ? We are at a fearful war 
with the Scotch “ Blue Lodge ” of England. 
Masons belonging to it are strictly prohibited 
from holding any connection with those of 
the Grand Orient on account of the “ Principe 
Crcateur ” * you know. The Scotch Masons 
will have their old Jehovah and no Principe 
Createur in him. Well let them please them¬ 
selves, and remain happy in their Templar’s 
Lodges, with penny gaslights burning under 
the “ Burning Bush of Moses I belong to 
the Memphis Lodge® of the Primitive and 
Accepted Rite of Adoption “, for the others 
will not have women, unfortunate “she- 
females! ” in their Lodges. 

Mon ch6r Monsieur de Bourbon tout cela 
c’est de la blague ”, moonshine and vexation 
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of Spirit. There is more knowledge of real 
true symbolism of things in the little finger 
of one of our Tibetan Chaberons or Indian 
Yogins than in all your Grand Lodges. When¬ 
ever I am in any danger—it is not by thrice 
lifting up my arms—le joli geste a trois 
temps —and shouting to the Lord, my God 
“ to help the Widow’s Son ” that I will 
expect real efficient help; but by using my 
knowledge of the powers of nature, by throw¬ 
ing a mesmeric “ glamour ” over my enemies. 
However as they have kindly named me from 
simple “ Apprentice ” up to a “ Scotch Lady, 
and a Crowned Princess of the Rose Croix ” 
—(excuses du peu ! “)—I must feel thankful 
and not be too hard upon them. You know, 
I suppose, that I am an out and out Buddhist 
—de facto, not de jure ,—and that I recognize 
neither Jehovah nor any other celestial aristo¬ 
crat. Rien de tel que de se bien comprendre 
de prime-abord. Si vous etes bon Catholique 
—(helas!) reniez moi tout de suite **—I do not 
want to sail under false colours, nor yet 
become friends under false pretences. In our 
Society there is room for every religion and 
every creed and opinion will be respected. 
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It is a purely philosophical and scientific 
Society, in no way a sectarian or a religious 
one. It has nothing whatever to do with 
human dogmas and religions. Only there's 
one thing that consoles me. If you are a 
lAason you cannot be a good Catholic. Your 
confessor would not let you be one, and the 
fact of your having joined our “ Infidel ” 
Society, would become the cause of your 
immediate excommunication. Dixi 

And now I have drifted away in my episto¬ 
lary balloon miles off the subject in hand. 
Let us to business again. 

The “ initiation fees ” as far as I know—for 
I have nothing to do with them at present— 
are sent by every Branch either every three 
months or quarterly. Damodar Mavalankar 
the Recording Secretary will tell you. 

The “ total of the expenses ” made on your 
behalf ? What expenses ? There are none made. 
The sending of the Charter, the diplomas, the 
rules, etc., are covered by the “ initiation fees ”. 
Each member pays once in his life (or does 
not pay at all if he is too poor, and it is we 
who pay for him) his 10 rupees or 25 francs 
and has nothing more to pay to the end of his 
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natural life. What you choose to pay or 
spend for the maintenance of your own 
Branch, as every one of the other Branches 
does, is your own business and we have 
nothing to do with it. Apart from the 
“Initiation fee” when joining, the Society 
neither requires nor takes one penny more 
from its members. The deficits were always 
hitherto paid for the last seven years by 
Colonel Olcott and myself. For we would 
not do as the Masons—exact a sum of money 
yearly, make them spend money upon regalia 
and paraphernalia, besides dinners and suppers 
at meetings, when (in England and India, at 
least) every Mason tries to get drunk for the 
greater glory of God. The only fund of the 
Society is in its Journal the Theosophist. 
Those of our members who want to subscribe 
for it, do so ; and those who prefer reading it 
by borrowing it from friends—are at liberty 
to do so, and considered no worse for it. 
Our Theos. Society is the Great Republic of 
Conscience, and no money-making concern. 

Now to Initiation. It is far better that 
Mr. van Stolk should go to England than to 
France for it. In France we have about 28 or 
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30 Theosophists but I do not believe that they 
have yet formed into a Branch. Leymarie 
was several times initiated et malgrc'^ cela” 
Mr. Sinnett tells me when he came to Paris 
last May, Leymarie confused signs and pass¬ 
words and made a mess of it. Camille Flam- 
marion is an Honorary member, and I do not 
know whether he was ever regularly initiated. 
But let Mr. van Stolk go to London to the 
British Theos. Soc. either to its President, 
Dr. G. Wyld, 11 Cumberland Square (or 
Place ?) or rather to C. C. Massey, 71, Chester 
Square, London S.W., he is a dear Fellow and 
my greatest friend, and he will introduce 
Mr, van Stolk to the Br. Th. S.'" and have 
him initiated. I enclose my card with a few 
words to Massey to whom I have written 
to-day myself, telling of Mr. van Stolk’s arrival. 
C’est entendu.** I sent orders to Bombay to 
immediately forward to you two diplomas, 
one for yourself and the other for Mr. van 
Stolk and rules. 

Why do you ask me to be “ patient ” ? I 
never was impatient. What you did so far, 
was well done. “ Chinese ” they call you ? 
Well, that’s better than many things I know 
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of that they call me. Only yesterday, Sunday, I 
was publicly denounced from the Episcopalian 
pulpit as a devil incarnate, an “antichrist” 
who came to tempt good Christians in India. 
Better be a wise devil than a stupid Methodist 
cherub, with nothing but his tonsils to sit 
upon, and a golden harp hooked on to 
his chin. 

Well, I guess you have had enough of me, 
J’ai la fievre depuis 15 jours et—je radote 
souvent. J’espore que vous ne men voudrez 
pas. Je ne vous enverrai pas mon portrait 
maintenant, pour deux raisons: (1) Je ne I’ai 
pas. (2) II pourrait vous donner Ic cauchemar. 

Mes respects fraterncls it tous les “ freres ” 
et a Vous,, cher Monsieur, mes sentiments les 
plus occultes. Que I’ombre de Siddhartha 
Bouddha, mon Seigneur et maitre. Patron de 
tous les Adeptes et Hierophantes, vous protege 
dans votre entreprise.*” 

Yours in Nirvana, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY, 
Rothney Castle,** Jakko, Simla, 

Headquarters “Simla Eclectic Theosophical 
Society ”. 
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^ Wc have not the original letter in our Archives, orly a copy, 
with no information when or how it w^as deposited there. 

* In the Supplement to The Thcosophist of December 1887 
appears the following ohitunry notice. 

'* From the Madras Mail we learn of the death at the age ot 
47 of Captain Adclbcrt do Bourbon, F. T. S., an ofiiecr in the 
King's Bodyguard. The deceased gentleman was the son of a 
noted personage wh*o claimed to be the missing Dauphin of 
France, son of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette whose fate, 
after the death of his parents under the guillotine, was never 
known. The Bourbons rejected his claim, yet he was interred 
at Delft, Holland, some years ago as “ Louis XVII Certainly 
the photograph of our deceased colleague presents the face of 
a man with marked Bourbon features. He was President of 
our Branch at The Hague, whose Charter dates from 1881, and 
himself an ardent supporter of our Society.” 

His application to join the Society is dated 10th August 1881. 

* T.S. A.S. “ Theosophical Society of the Arya Samaj 

* Septembre—French for September. 

* “ That is why your daughter is dumb.” 

•Post Nubila Lux: “After clouds the sun.” This was the 
first Lodge in Holland. 

’ S. T. P. and S. V. P.: Probably Masonic designations ” S ” 
for Sovereign. 

® Grand Orient; of France. The original Masonic organiza¬ 
tion of France. There is also a Grand Lodge of France. When 
the Grand Orient eliminated from its Book of Constitutions the 
clause affirming the existence of a “ Grand Architect of the 
Universe,” English Freemasonry considered the Grand Orient 
as atheistic and so no longer a Masonic Body. The Grand 
Orient still flourishes in several countries. 

* ” Creative Principle 

Memphis Lodge : John Yarker, an English Mason, received 
from the United States in 1872 authority to work the Rite of 
Memphis, Later he was formally Grand Hierophant, and it was 
under this authority that he gave to H. P. B. the Masonic 
Diploma which is the frontispiece. But it should be noted 
that the degrees which he confers on her (except the first 
three) arc not the degrees of the Egyptian Rite which are listed 
in the two obelisks in her Diploma. They are not mentioned in 
his book giving the rituals of the Rite of Memphis and Mizraim. 

Rite of Adoption: a parallel Rite to the masculine Rite, 
which admitted no woman. 

“ ” My dear Mr. dc Bourbon, all that is humbug.” 
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^ “ T}]C prrtty gesture three times/' 

“ Just excuse me ! ’’ 

“ Nothing of winch ciin be understood at the eontact. 

If you arc good Catholic (alas!) cast me off at once.” 

^*"‘1 have said." Usually "ipse dixit'*—"He himself [the 
Master] has said it."-- attributed to the disciples of Pythagoras 
to end controversies. 

and in spite of that." 

British Theosophical Society. 

That’s understood.” 

" I have lever for a fiutnight and 1 am often talking drivel. 
1 hope you do not want me to have more of it. Meantime, 1 
will not send you my portrait now', for two reasons; (1) 1 
haven't got it. (2) The. portrait may give you a nightmare. My 
fraternal greetings to all the " brethren." and to you, my dear 
Sir, my most occult regards. May the shadow of Siddhartha 
Buddha, my Lord and Master, Patron of all the Adepts and 
Hierophants, protect you in your work." 

" The house of Mr. A. O. Hume. 




LETTERS OF H. P. BLAVATSKY 


Written in French and Russian 
(August 1881—June 1884) 

Addressed to Prince Dondoukoff-Korsakoff, 
Governor General of the City of Odessa, 
and of the Government of Kherson, etc. 



Simla, Punjab, 

British India, 
August 28th, 1881. 

To His Highness Prince A. M. Dondoukoff- 

Korsakoff, 

Governor General of the City of Odessa, 
and of the Government of Kherson etc. 

My dear Prince, 

My two aunts Madame de Witte and 
Mile. Fadeyef being in Carlsbad, I find myself 
in a serious difficulty. Having left Russia 
nearly nine years ago and knowing hardly 
anybody there any more, I have not known 
to whom to write to obtain the address of 
my uncle. General R. A. Fadeyef, for an urgent 
letter which I have to send him. He is most 
likely in St. Petersburg, but he may also be 
abroad. You, my dear Prince, will certainly 
know. While begging you to excuse the liberty 
I am taking, I entertain the hope that you will 
not refuse me the favour of sending on my 
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letter through your Chancellery, and that 
you will excuse the informal behaviour of an 
old acquaintance whom you knew well in the 
past, in the happy days of your youth in 
Tiflis and elsewhere, and who at present 
finds herself perched on one of the peaks of 
the Himalayas, in the manner of Prometheus 
—vultures not lacking in Simla. 

Not knowing the official forms and having 
lost the very memory of the way in which 
the great people of the world must be 
addressed, it is simply counting on your great 
indulgence and kindness that I sign myself 
with the greatest respect. 

Your very devoted, 
and very obedient compatriot, 
H. P. BLAVATSKY, 
Rothney Castle, Jakko, Simla. 



H. P. B. 


CORRESPONDING SECRETARY 
OF THE T. S. A. S. 

Bombay, 

December 5, 1881. 


My dear Prince, 

There is no need for me to say, I think, how 
happy I was to receive your very kind, gracious 
and—unexpected letter. I had long believed 
that I was forgotten in Russia, and rightly so 
perhaps. Since circumstances obliged me, in 
order not to lose a farm and small estate I had 
bought in Long Island, near New York, to get 
myself naturalized in America, I have, it seems, 
lost all my rights in Russia. Just as M. Jourdain 
spoke in prose all his life without realizing it, 
I have been guilty of high treason—without 
knowing it! Is it true ? I do not know. All 
I know is that my beloved country has never 
had a more devoted daughter than I, nor our 
Emperor or Emperors—as I have outlived 
three of them—a more loyal and devoted 
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subject than their humble servant. But all 
that is useless now. My lot is cast and hence¬ 
forth my destiny is in India, in Siam, Tibet 
and Burma. A few years more and this heap 
of flesh and bones called H. P. Blavatsky will 
be burned on a funeral pyre according to the 
custom of Malabar widows, reduced to cinders 
and dispersed by the winds and—all will be 
said. Not all, however, because I am sure of 
leaving behind me a few hundred incon¬ 
solable Theosophists, Buddhists and Brahmins. 
The handful of ashes that I will have left 
them will be placed in reliquaries, stupas and 
pagodas built over them as tumular monu¬ 
ments, and the poor fools will deify my ashes 
in the manner of those of Gautama Buddha 
and Krishna. 

My dear Prince, you are interested in my 
life ? Yes, you are right, for never has one of 
your compatriots been led by his mocking 
destiny into more original and unexpected 
situations than I have; situations both terrible 
and grotesque; heights and depths; one day 
on the level of the stars beyond the solar 
system, the next day in bottomless abysses. 
Such is my life and my fate that stake on 
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my rise and fall like drunken stock-brokers. 
I am now on the rise and by God I will 
remain there even though I should be obliged 
to allow my army of Theosophists to crown 
me Queen-Prophet of Ceylon or Assam—and 
this under the very nose of the English, of 
whom half in India adore me and the other 
half detest me! 

I bet you cannot make anything out of this 
and perhaps think me mad. I am not mad in 
the least, and once you ask me to tell you 
about my life I must do it historically. That 
is all for the best perhaps, and there will be 
at least one person of influence in Russia who 
will know the chance that Russia is losing in 
ignoring me in the superb way in which she 
does. Ha! you will say to yourself, this is 
political ?—not in the least; it is historical, 
photographed on actual facts easy to verify, 
especially by someone in your position. Here 
are the facts, statistics of Theosophists and 
figures in hand. 1 am at the head of an 
army of fanatics—mystical quietists, in ad¬ 
dition devoted unto death to your humble 
servant. We are 49,560, let us say 50,000,* to 

which belong Buddhists—Cingalese, Nepalese, 
2 
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Tibetans, Siamese and Burmese, Hindus 
of all castes (the majority being Brah¬ 
mins). Of the 50,000 we have only 3,473 
Americans approximately, 703 British and 
other Europeans (French, Italians and Cor- 
fuists included). While the latter (Euro¬ 
peans, Americans and Australians) see in me 
a phenomenon of which they understand 
nothing, but of which they are proud as of 
a two-headed monkey, the Asiatics look 
upon me as a female incarnation of Buddha 
or of the Goddess Sarasvati. Proof: This is 
what an English paper, in despair of so much 
honour shown to a Russian, says of me: 

“It is said that the Buddhist women of 
Ceylon regard Madame Blavatsky as a deity 
dropped from the clouds, and despite her 
energetic remonstrances, will insist upon 
making puja to her! ” 

Puja is a Sanskrit word meaning “ divine 
adoration,” the Hindus performing puja in 
their temples before their Gods. Yes, the 
Buddhists look upon me as a deity fallen 
from the clouds. I cannot prevent them, how¬ 
ever much I try, from prostrating themselves 
in front of me, their noses in the dust, where 
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my feet have trod.® My God, how silly it 
is!! Silly but true, and such is the situation. 
But what is the use ? I am getting older every 
day, more quickly than others because of the 
enormous work and responsibility I have 
taken on my shoulders. I may die from one 
day to the next, and what profit, what good 
will all my labours, this Herculean work, have 
done ? I have no understanding of politics 
whatsoever and moreover politics is strictly 
forbidden in our Society. Nobody must 
speak therein of matters of this lower world, 
and it is only after ascertaining that our 
Society is a purely philosophical and reli¬ 
gious organization based on universal phil¬ 
anthropy that the English in India have taken 
part in this movement, many of them becom¬ 
ing members of our Theosophical Society. 
But you may like to know perhaps how it all 
came about ? I will tell you, but I must say 
beforehand, my dear Prince, that it reads like 
a fairy tale. 

I was 35 when I saw you for the last time. 
Let us not talk of that dreadful time and I 
implore you to forget it for ever. I had just 
lost the only being who made life worth 
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living, a being whom I loved according to the 
phraseology of Hamlet as “forty thousand 
fathers and brothers will never love their 
children and sisters I stayed a few weeks 
in Odessa with my aunt Mme. de Witte, who 
is still there. While there, I received a letter 
from a Hindu whom I knew 28 years ago in 
London, in extraordinary circumstances, and 
who made me undertake my first journey to 
India in 1853 *. In England I saw him only 
twice and at our last interview he said to me: 

“ Your destiny lies in India, but later, in 28 
or thirty years. Go there and see the 
country.” I came there—why, I do not know! 

I was as in a dream. I stayed nearly two 
years, travelling about and receiving money 
each month—from whom I have no idea, and 
following faithfully the itinerary given to me. 

I received letters from this Hindu, but I did 
not see him a single time during those two 
years. When he wrote to me: “ Return to 
Europe and do what you like but be always 
ready to return ”—I took my passage on the 
Gwalior which was wrecked near the Cape,* 
but I was saved with some twenty others. 
Why did this man exercise such an influence 
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over me ? I do not yet know the reason. But 
had he told me to throw myself into an abyss 
I would not have hesitated an instant. I was 
afraid of him without knowing why, for no 
man has ever been gentler or simpler. Should 
you want to know more about this man when 
you have time, then read Jungles of 
Hindustan in Moscow News, where I write 
under the pen name of “ Radda-Bai.” Order 
them to send you the pamphlet edition. My 
Hindu appears therein under the name of 
“ Takour Goulab Singh ”, You will see 
there what he has done, the extraordinary 
phenomena attributed to him. Read especially 
Letter XX, Moscow News, April 27, 1880, 
No. 115, Letter XXI, Nos. 117 and 129. I am 
sure that it will interest you. Now he has 
left India for ever and has settled in Tibet 
{where I can go when I like, though neither 
Prejevolski nor any Englishman will enter 
I can assure you)—and from Tibet he corres¬ 
ponds with the English members of our 
Society, keeping them entirely under his 
mysterious domination. As a further proof, I 
take the liberty of sending you by the same 
post a very curious book; The Occult World 
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by A. P. Sinnett, the Editor of the Pioneer, the 
most Tory and Conservative Englishman and 
at one time the most bitter opponent of the 
late Jew Beaconsfield— now my pupil and my 
devoted servant. This Sinnett who, but two 
years ago, despised Hindus to such an extent 
that he felt sick in the presence of one 
these “negroes,” now dedicates his book to 
a Hindu, a friend of mine (also in Tibet) ® 
in the most abject terms. You see it is dedi¬ 
cated ® to “ Him, who through his understand¬ 
ing of nature and of humanity, is placed so 
far above European Science and Philosophy 
that only the most intellectual, the most dis¬ 
tinguished representatives of these two 
(Science and Philosophy) could ever come to 
realize the existence of such a power in a man, 
as that constantly exercised by—Koot-Hoomi 
Lai Singh, whose gracious friendship has given 
the author the right of claiming the atten¬ 
tion of the European world, etc.” Mirabile 
dictu! an Englishman crawling at the feet of 
a poor Hindu, abasing himself and making 
himself small in front of me, so that I 
should serve as intermediary between him 
and Koot-Hoomi Lai Singh! I am in a 
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not true? 

But I am going away from my subject. In 
1869 I left for Egypt and from there went 
again to India returning in 1872. Then, having 
received in Odessa, in 1873. the letter in which 
my mysterious Hindu told me to go to Paris, 
I went there in March 1873 (the 2nd I think). 
As soon as I arrived I received another, 
telling me to embark for North America, 
which I did without protesting. From there, 
I had to go to California, then to Yokohama 
where, after 19 years of separation I saw once 
more my Hindu whom I found settled in a 
little palace, or country house, about three 
or four miles from Yokohama. I only stayed a 
week for he sent me back to New York, after 
having given me detailed instructions. As soon 
as I arrived, I set to work. To begin with he 
made me preach against Spiritualism. That 
raised against me the 12 million “ Innocents ” 
in the United States who believe in the return 
in flesh and bones of their mothers-in-law, 
dead and eaten by worms years ago, and of 
their premature offspring who had forgotten 
to be bom, but who, once disincarnate, grow 
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and increase in stature up there (to find the 
exact locality consult the Spiritualists’ geogra¬ 
phy). What I tell them during my public 
lectures before 4 or 5,000 people, I could 
not tell you. However, while I believed that 
I was talking nonsense, it appears that— 
always like M. Jourdain—without knowing 
it, I gave them eloquent addresses, which 
after two years led to the birth of the Theo- 
sophical Society. Founded by myself and 
Colonel Olcott, formerly a fanatical Spirit¬ 
ualist, but since he met me a Buddhist and 
an Occultist—in the manner of the Rose-Croix 
of the Middle Ages—as fanatical an anti- 
Spiritualist—the Society grew visibly. All 
the Spiritualists, disappointed in their 
materialized mothers-in-law—who had for¬ 
gotten in the next world the names of their 
daughters; all the ex-bigots, protesting against 
Protestantism, Catholicism, Spiritualism and 
other “ isms,” swallowed the bait of the new 
philosophy that fell out of the sky and became 
members of our Society. After a year, Jin 
1875, its membership was 8 to 9 thousand 
strong Then, another letter forced me to 
give up my lectures (Colonel Olcott taking 
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my place) and to start and finish a book of 
1,400 closely printed pages, in two big volumes 
called Isis Unveiled ! I will not speak of it, as 
there is not a paper that has not mentioned it, 
cither to tear it into a thousand pieces, or 
to compare it to the greatest works of philo¬ 
sophies past, present and to come. I wrote 
it quite alone, without anyone beside me to 
help me, in English which I then hardly 
knew; but, as during my lectures, it seems I 
wrote classical English without a mistake, quot¬ 
ing in support of that which I carelessly put 
forward from known and unknown authors, 
from books of which only one solitary copy 
existed, either in the Vatican or in the Bodlei¬ 
an Library, to which I could not have had 
access, but which in the course of time served 
to verify what I had written and avenge me 
on my detractors, each word I had written 
being found correct, this work was and still is 
a sensation. It has been translated into several 
languages—amongst others into Siamese and 
Hindu* and it is—the Bible of our Theoso- 
phists. Did I write it myself? No, it was 
my hand and my pen. For the rest I 
give it up, as I myself do not understand it in 
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the least either before or now. The fact is 
that there have been 10,000 copies at 36 
shillings of the first edition sold the first 
month, from which in fact I got as profit 
only honour and not a penny, for believing 
it was mere idle talk that would not be worth 
a single edition, I sold it to an Editor-Publish¬ 
er for a song, as the saying goes, whereas he 
made over 100,000 dollars, it being in its 6th 
edition for the past 3 years. And there we are. 

After having harvested the honours of 
author—and pocketed only as my pecuniary 
share the insults of my bigoted critics, I 
received the order to choose seven Theoso- 
phists ready to sacrifice their life if need be, in 
their mission among the Gentiles, and to em¬ 
bark with these delegates for India.® From 1865 
to 1868, while I was thought to be in Italy or 
elsewhere, I had once again been to Egypt* 
from where I was to have gone to India, but 
refused to do so. It was then that, returning 
to Russia against the advice of my invisible 
Hindu instead of going, as he wanted me 
to, to stay at the Lamasery of Top-Ling 
beyond the Himalayas where I had felt so 
well, carried off by my desire to see again— 
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(no, forgive my not saying it, but I have 
not the strength to do so)—let us say my 
country—I came to Kieff, where I have lost 
all that was most dear to me in the world 
and nearly became insane. Well, since then I 
am certainly mad, for at times I think I am 
dreaming 1 However— 

As soon as we arrived in London, where 
our first “ British Theosophical Society ” was 
founded with the Earl of Carnarvon and 
Balcarres (Lord Lindsay)“ at its head (see the 
Rules which I am sending you), we resumed 
our journey. In Suez, Aden and elsewhere 
(first in France, Corfu and Malta) we founded 
Societies for we had members. Fellows already 
everywhere. Having arrived in Bombay, I 
left the English alone, wishing to give all 
my time to the natives of the country. Alas 
for the consequences! No sooner had we got 
on shore, after a deputation of 200 Hindus 
had gone on board to fetch us, we were re¬ 
ceived on the quay by a crowd of 50,000 
people, which enraged the English. I was 
taken for a Russian spy!! The Anglo-Indian 
Government, with the sagacity which char¬ 
acterizes the Milords of Oxford Street who 
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are usually sent to India instead of the real 
lords, got into its head that I was sent by 
General Kauffman, my poor innocent red¬ 
nosed friend Constantine Petrovitch ! I have 
not seen him since 1848, when he used to 
make vain declarations of love to me on a 
heap of potatoes and carrots at Abaz-Touman. 

Can you image it ? These silly Englishmen 
began by spending enormous sums to run 
after the daughter of my father. The red¬ 
cheeked secret police with large yellow moust¬ 
aches have followed me step by step for 
seven months, travelling about 5,000 kilo¬ 
metres by train, running after me from 
Bombay to the North of Hindustan in Raj- 
putana, from there to Central India, then to 
the Punjab, Kashmir, Darjeeling, where after 
seven months I left British territory and took 
leave of them with a thumb to my nose. They 
are not allowed to set foot on Tibetan terri¬ 
tory and I went there alone, leaving the 
Hindus and Americans, my travelling com¬ 
panions, waiting for me at Darjeeling. I went 
to the Monastery of my Lama friends, per¬ 
forming a pilgrimage “ in worship of Buddha,” 
as I wrote mockingly in the note I sent to the 
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spy who had followed me. Returning after 
three weeks, I found my companions again 
and the spies who were waiting for my 
dangerous person. I am sure that the Eng¬ 
lish belive to this day that I then had a secret 
interview with Kauffman disguised as the 
Dalai-Lama. 

Seeing there was nothing to be done with 
those English fools, I began gradually to 
make myself acquainted with them and 
found that they had covered themselves 
with the greatest ridicule in the eyes of 
the natives, but in the end they “calmed 
themselves in their own agitation,” as my 
old nurse used to say, laying out her cards 
for fortune telling. At last we left for Ceylon 
on the invitation of our Theosophical Bud¬ 
dhist friends. Our delegation of nine people, 
representing various nations—A m e r i c a n, 
Russian, Hindu, English, Italian, Parsee, 
Punjabee, Nepalese, and Rajput, sent by nine 
Societies, disembarked last year at Ceylon and, 
my dear Prince, I swear that the Prince of 
Wales was not received as we were! For 
three months we went from triumph to 
triumph-processions headed by hundreds of 
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Buddhist high priests and elephants—I rode a 
coffee-coloured one I —garlands and triumphal 
arches every ten steps along the road from 
one side of Ceylon to the other; women 
from the central provinces decked or rather 
clothed with a diamond necklace for only 
garment; processions of great Cingalese ladies 
dressed in the fashion of Dutch ladies 
of the Midddle Ages coming to prostrate 
themselves before me; priests of the sect of 
Siam^’, naked with yellow blankets over 
their left shoulder, etc. It was like a 
dream! The English began to get angry 
again but could do nothing; they were 
afraid of a revolution, an uprising of the 
people. “Kill the Hindus and the Bud¬ 
dhists, but do not touch their religion 
because they would kill you,” says a local 
proverb. In the eyes of the natives I was a 
woman prophet sent to them by the Buddha. 
How did the idea come to them* from 
whence that strange illusion—I do not know! 
Nevertheless it is a proved fact, and hence¬ 
forth the English had to take me into 
account. I quickly learned Sanskrit and 
Pali; soon I will give them lectures in these 
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two languages. I was chosen by the Cingalese 
as their arbitrator in religious matters. At 
Ceylon, there are two Sects, the Siamese and 
that of Amarampoura both Buddhist but 
always quarrelling. I reconciled them after 
700 years of quarrels. I discussed with them 
religious problems and explained to them 
this or that metaphysical subject from the 
Tripitakas and Abhidharma, Buddhist scrip¬ 
tures. How did I know these subjects so 
metaphysical and abstract ? Ah! there lies 
the great secret. But I feel capable of holding 
my own in front of the greatest Sanskrit 
scholars and beating in public discussion either 
Brahmins or Buddhists, who are accustomed 
to breaking their teeth on their scriptures. 

You have only to glance at my magazine The 
Theosophist, a monthly publication that I edit 
and publish in Bombay, where the greatest of 
pundits (erudite men, astrologers, theologians, 
etc,), write down and receive our criticisms 
and remarks with humility. Where have I 
learnt it? Perhaps in another incarnation, but 
the fact is that I know all this. 

Well, I suppose it is time to end this letter 
already too long. My dear Prince, you must 
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regret having asked me to tell you the story 
of my life. But as soon as I hasten to do 
what you ask, I am obliged to send you the 
proofs of what I put forward—otherwise you 
might believe perhaps that in America I had 
learnt to lie as—a gas-meter. However I have 
the honour to send you three numbers of the 
magazine edited and published by me— The 
Theosophist. I also send you our Rules and 
By-Laws, so that you can read (marked in red 
pencil) the names of my best European and 
Asiastic pupils. You will probably throw all 
this into the fire, but not before your curiosity 
has given you the proof that what I say is true. 

But I must finish my story and tell you 
how I found myself perched at Simla— 
the heart of the Anglo-Indian Government, 
amongst that aristocracy which runs after me, 
adores, hates, and is afraid of me. During 
one of your spare moments, my dear Prince, 
take the Russian Messenger of May, June, 
July, 1881. There you will find— Durbar at 
Lahore, the diary of a Russian woman, 
“ Radda-bai ”—it is always I. 

After my return from Ceylon and my Bud¬ 
dhist triumph, the above-named aristocracy 
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began to flirt with me. I received press¬ 
ing invitations from Simla to spend the hot 
months there, the season when everything 
burns, gets roasted and falls to ashes in the 
plains of Hindustan. Last year I stayed during 
that season with Mr. Sinnett (the season of 
the miracles described in The Occult World). 
This year, I was invited to Rothney Castle, 
10,000 feet above the level of the sea, by 
Mr. Hume who had just been made Lieutenant 
Governor of the N. W. Provinces.'® (I mention 
this, you will see for what reason.) After a 
month, the Marquis of Ripon, who was 
converted just three years ago to Catholicism 
and is entirely in the hands of the Jesuits, grew 
afraid and—took me for the Devil! He did 
not dare to say anything although he was the 
Viceroy, but his party began to undermine 
my influence in the circles where I reigned. 
Slander, calumny, lies, etc., everything was 
used. It was under the influence of his Jesuit 
confessor Father Kerr, like the venticello of 
which Don Basilio speaks or rather sings. 
Society divided itself into two camps—the 
majority remained witb me. All the ladies, 
all the Civil List, and a great many army 

3 
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men— agnostic youth—began to defend me 
unto death, Mr. Hume at their head. He did 
more: he gathered some fifty people from 
Society and after they had all become mem¬ 
bers of the Theosophical Society, he founded 
a collateral Branch called “Simla Eclectic Theo¬ 
sophical Society,” was elected President and 
under the pretext that the Society needed all 
his time and services, sent in his resignation 
to the Viceroy, giving up his office of Lt. Gover¬ 
nor, declaring that he preferred Theosophy to 
the service of Her Majesty! “ His influence 
and his wealth allow him to do all this. But, 
as this Branch of our Society is subordinated 
to ours, the “ Parent Society” of which I am 
the true head, his choice was regarded as an 
insult, and the Viceroy, it seems, remarked that 
Mr, Hume preferred serving Mme. Blavatsky 
to Her Majesty the Queen-Empress (see Rules 
included herewith—the leaflet ”). Col. Olcott, 
though President, is my pupil and owes me 
obedience. It made an terrible uproar in the 
press. Good God I how they tear me to bits. 
The Catholic missionaries run after and perse- 
fcute me with all the odium theologicum of 
which they are capable. But I am afraid of no 
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one. I can go to Lhasa in Tibet when I like 
and they cannot do so. However, having 
ascertained that I was not a Russian spy, 
my enemies invented that I was not Mme. 
Blavatsky but somebody who had known her and 
stolen her papers and who passes here for 
Mme. B. The real Mme. Blavatsky is dead, 
so they say “ She is buried at Aden . . . we 
have seen the name of this lady on a grave¬ 
stone.” And—that is true, for I had my 
name engraved on purpose in London more 
than twenty years ago. I took this stone 
about with me during my journeys, so that 
it anything happened to me, I could he 
identified. But this grave-stone began at last 
to be a burden. Passing through Aden where 
I landed in 1871, I lost Koko—my large 
Abyssinian monkey. I lamented so much 
over its death, that I sacrificed to it my own 
marble slab destined one day to cover my 
ashes. I only added the words “favourite 
monkey of . . .” in black paint before my 
epitaph, so that after my interpolation the 
inscription which first read: 

Helena P. Blavatsky 
died . 
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bore the words: 

The favourite monkey of 
H. P. Blavatsky 
died in 1871, etc. 

But what was added in paint was effaced by 
the rains, and my name remained. I hear that 
the marble slab has since been stolen—and that 
is why in Simla I was considered as my own 
servant or charwoman! Moreover, they said 
that I was neither the daughter of my father 
nor the niece of my uncle, nor yet (Oh, if I 
could only drink with my lips this enchanted 
nectar) the beloved spouse of father Blavatsky. 
One day at a Viceregal ball a quarrel broke out 
on the subject between Mr. Sinnett, Editor of 
The Pioneer and Mr. Primrose, private secre¬ 
tary to Lord Ripon. Furious, Sinnett came 
with Sir A. Lyall and Lady Lyall to ask me if 
I would write to my uncle (whose name is 
very well known here), or to Count Loris Meli- 
koff, asking them whether they recognized my 
handwriting, and to let me know, which 
would then serve to identify me. I was 
furiously angry. First of all, Loris Melikoff 
does not know my handwriting, and I did 
not know where to write to my uncle. I 
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refused. But on returning from the ball, 
Sinnett found a letter from his Hindu 
(Koot-Hoomi) which fell under his nose 
(the letter, not the Hindu), In the letter, 
were the following words: “ Tell her to 
write through and care of the Prince 
A. Dondoukoff-Korsakoff, Governor-General 
at Odessa. The Prince knows her.” So they 
know you, our mysterious Hindus from 
Tibet! I did what they asked me, trembling 
to annoy you with my request and afraid that 
you would send me and my letter to the devil. 
“ If General Fadeyef,” declared Sir A. Lyall 
and Mr. Hume, “ recognizes your writing and 
answers you and his letter is addressed care of 
Mr. Primrose who will read it, our enemies 
will be beaten.” And behold, before my 
uncle’s answer reached me and Sinnett, and 
while I was in Simla, your own letter was 
brought to me at a big dinner party at 
Mr. Hume’s, You, my dear Prince, therefore 
were inspired when you wrote: “When 
recognizing your handwriting I remembered, 
etc.”! Complete triumph, general overthrow 
of my enemies! You, Prince D.K.—one of 
the “great” of Russia writing such a kind 
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letter to—an '"insignificant adventuress "! 
Gracious, what an amazing effect the letter of 
a prince, a true living prince had amongst all 
these parvenu shopkeepers who mainly 
compose the official and aristocratic society of 
Simla and India. It is to you that I owe the 
daily heap of visiting cards that I personally 
received during the following 15 days. You 
will forgive me, will you not, the indiscretion 
(made necessary by my critical position) of 
having shown your signature and the first 
lines of your letter to my enemies ? And now, 
my dear Prince, I am at your service. 

My uncle writes to me that he has requested 
you, as Governor of the region from which I 
embarked lately for foreign lands, to send me 
an official certificate stating that I am truly 
I, nobody else. If it is possible, that will, my 
dear Prince, add still more to my thankfulness. 
What can I do to prove my gratitude ? I am 
ready to serve you. Perhaps, if you have the 
good fortune to get rid of the Jews, you 
might need one day to populate the barren 
plains of Bessarabia ? Shall I send you a few 
thousand Burmese and other Buddhists ? Or 
else, you, who in moments of delicacy—that 
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no English lord has ever known—refuse gold 
medals for your vineyards and wines—should 
you need by any chance a dozen Cingalese 
sorcerers and their incantations to chase away 
all harmful insects—Kouzka “—from your 
vineyards ? or else an army of Hindu astro¬ 
logers to cast your horoscope and protect you 
from the evil eye ? Command; I can supply 
you with all this. 

Dixi}* And here is— 

“ the incredible story 

of Robert the Devil ” etc. 

In the meantime, kindly receive the ex¬ 
pression of the eternal gratitude of a poor 
errant Jew in skirts who is still called 

HELENA BLAVATSKY 


' The number of members who had joined the Society from 
its commencement was 934. H. P. B. counts as members those 
who might be described as “ sympathizers”. 

^ This is done in India and Ceylon to any person of spiritual 
distinction* 

* H. P. B. refers to her Guru, Mahstma Morya, whom she met 
in England, as described by her. Under a pen and ink sketch 
of Ramsgate Harbour she has written in French: 

” Nuit memorable I Certaine nuit par au clair de lune qui sc 
couchait k Ramsgate 12 Aoht, 1851* lorsquc jc rencontrais 
M Ic Maitre de mes reves 1! 

• Le 12 Aout e’est Juillct 21 style nisse jour de ma naissance 
—Pmgtan^I 
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(English translation) : Memorable night! On a certain night 
by the light of the moon that was setting at Ramsgate on 
August 12,1851* when I met M the Master of my dreams!! 

• August 12 is July 31 in the Russian calendar, the day of my 

birth —Twenty years \ (Sec Theosophist, August 1931) 

• H. P. B. was wrecked between the Piraeus and the island 
of Spezzia. “ Cape ” must mean a cape in Greece. 

® Mahatma Koot-Hoomi. 

•The actual wording of the dedication is; “To one whose 
comprehension of Nature and Humanity ranges so far beyond 
the science and philosophy of Europe, that only the broadest- 
minded representatives of cither will be able to realize the 
existence of such powers in Man as those he constantly 
exercises,—to 

KOOT HOOMI LAL SINGH 

whose gracious friendship has given the present writer his title 
to claim the attention of the European world, this little volume, 
with permission sought and obtained, is affectionately dedicated. 

A. P. SINNETT." 

^The enrolled membership in 1876, as counted from our 
records, was 105. 

• There is no record of any translation into these languages. 
Possibly someone offered to translate, and H.P.B. concluded 
that the work had been done. 

• Only two accompanied the two Founders, Miss Rosa Bates 
and Mr. E. Wimbridge. Mr. W. Q. Judge was invited to 
come with H.P.B. but he believed that family obligations 
prevented him from leaving his wife. Later he regretted greatly 
the lost opportunity. 

'• Word crossed out by H.P.B. 

“ H.P.B. is confused as to this name. It was the Earl of 
Crawford and Balcarres, who joined the Society in 1876. Lord 
Lindsay was another peer who joined in May 1879. Both are 
mentioned in The Mahatma Letters to A, P. Sinnett. There is no 
record to show that either Lord Crawford or Lord Lindsay was 
ever President of the British Theosophical Society. 

“ A Lodge was formed in Corfu. There is no record of any 
Lodge in Malta. 

Ceylon Buddhist monks belonging to the Siamese sect,*’ 
so called because they obtained their ordination from Siam after 
all Buddhist monks had been killed or dispersed in invasions. 
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In Burma, Alienee the second sect, the '‘Burmese sect," 
obtained their ordination. 

^ He was only “ Secretary to the Government ” of India, a 
hi{»h post making him a member of the Viceroy’s cabinet. But 
he had been offered the post of Lieutenant Governor, though he 
did not accept it. 

Mr. Hume did not resign ; he was removed from his post in 
1879, as the high officials considered he was too independent 
and outspoken in his criticisms. He was then transferred from 
Simla to the Revenue Board at Allahabad. It was in 1882 that 
he resigned. 

H.P.B. has written against tlic printed names of the officers 
at the end of the Rules of The Simla Eclectic Society, dated 
Simla, September 7, 1881 ; 

A, O. Hume, President Commander of the Bath ". 

A. P. Sinnett. Vice-President—“ Editor of the Pioneer ". 

Ross Scott, Secretary—“ Chief Judge, Dehra Dun 

“All these three are my subordinates, Britw/i subjects, slaves 
of the old Russian woman. O patriotic triumph! My dear 
Prince, I am having revenge for Russia." 

“ (translator’s note) name of an evil spirit in Russian fairy 
tales. 

" I have said."—usually " ipse dixit," " [The Master] himself 
has said it."—attributed to the disciples of Pythagoras to end 
controversies. 



EDITOR S OFFICE 

OF THE THEOSOPHIST 

Bombay, 

February 7, 1882. 

My dear Prince, 

Having received your kind letter only last 
night and the boat—impolite as everything 
English—leaving in a few hours without 
waiting for my letters to be ready, I am not 
able to have the pleasure of answering today 
either your questions or your sceptical re¬ 
marks. I will withhold my fire till the next 
boat, and limit myself to writing about 
business. 

You will receive all that you desire; I 
will find it and will send it to you. Command 
and order and remember that by your kind¬ 
ness, your gracious attention, your letter 
in English, the photograph, etc., you have 
acquired a faithful slave in this heathen land. 
Believe me, this expression of devotion is not 
made of tinsel ; I will never go back to Russia^ 
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I will never see you again, but from now on 
I devote myself to your service. Order and 
it shall be done, for I have convinced myself 
this time that there still remain true gentils- 
hcnnmes in the world (to the devil, the 
gentlemen!). After reciting from the bottom 
of my old heart so full of bitterness and 
grudge against high Society— refined Society — 
a Tibetan “ Om mani padme hum ” for you, 
and exclaiming once more: “ Long live the 
Russian Princes and Nirvana! ” I begin to 
speak of business. 

My address ? “ H. P. Blavatsky ” no more. 
I am known in India like the white wolf— 
that in fact is unknown— Headquarters of 
the Theosophical Society, Bombay. It is our 
Headquarters; a large mountain on the sea 
coast, with a more or less Chinese pagoda 
on the summit ^—my habitation or rather 
my den when I am in Bombay—with the 
bungalow of the Society, the hall for meetings, 
libraries, laboratories for chemical and psy¬ 
chological experiments, etc. and, as you say, 
some fifty fools of all races, Hindus, Parsees, 
Mongolians and English, officials of the 
Society, on the way to attaining Nirvana and 
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catching Parabrahm by the tail—at the foot 
of my personal pagoda. It is there that “ the 
rose breathes ” and from where, if you please, 
she is writing to you. 

Now, what are the things you desire ? 
Tchihatcheff, you say, has got you furniture. 
I am curious to know what he will have had 
to pay for them. I bet my Theosophical head 
that you and he have been well shorn! There 
is nothing cheaper than the carved furniture 
here. The workmen received 4 annas (50 cen¬ 
times) a day and do an engraver’s work 
worthy of a magician. My house is full of 
furniture made out of ebony and sandalwood 
because they are cheaper than our Jewish 
furniture at Odessa. Yesterday, for a book¬ 
case measuring three archines ^ in height and 
two in width, (with small glass windows, 
entirely in ebony like black lace, with gods 
and goddesses playing and dancing about) 

I paid in all 40 rupees! At Paris or Peters¬ 
burg, the price would be from 200 to 300 
roubles. And for an enormous round table * 
with a large circular border of half an 
archine, on a very fine pedestal (the tail 
of a dragon) and 3 heads for the feet, and 
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for all that delicately chiselled like the 
precious casket of a lady or some brooch, I 
paid in all 25 rupees. It is true that they 
are not new but even then they would 
only have cost 10 or 15 % more. Here one 
takes into account the worth of the wood 
and not of the work. Sandalwood is the most 
expensive because Hindus use it to burn their 
dead and that has raised its price consider¬ 
ably ; but we have in the Society a few forest 
industrialists and I oblige them to lower their 
prices for me. They dare not refuse me any¬ 
thing, for they look on me as a saint, poor 
fools! Do not laugh, my dear Prince, the uncle 
like Jerome Paturot “ in search of a social posi¬ 
tion ” and the niece—an incarnation of Sakya- 
muni Tathagata, of a Buddha; it is better 
therefore to be an incarnation of Buddha than 
to be a Russian General in the present time. 
But—these are superfluous details. Write to 
me exactly what you want, what kind of 
furniture and for what price. I will ask the 
Theosophists in Benares to send me bronze 
tableware. Last year I sent to my aunt 
Fadeyef a whole quantity of things. Could 
you but have seen them ! You must have 
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noticed at Stadovsky, in Odessa, a vase that 
cost only 15 roubles (perhaps even 10,1 do 
not remember). Write to me by what boat 
you wish these things to be sent. The best 
way would be through the Austro-Hungarian 
Company. I believe that boat goes to Odessa. 
I should like to advise you to buy some rari¬ 
ties : at Agra they sell plates and tables for 
playing chess, etc., all in white marble, finely 
chiselled, with a wonderful mosaic made of 
many coloured stones. It is most beautiful! 
In the palaces of the Rajahs there are similar 
walls. The Maharajah of Benares presented 
me with a table of this kind and I will be¬ 
queath it at my death to the Roumiantzeff 
Museum, for I shall give many rare things to 
the Russian Museums and Universities. The 
most expensive of the above-mentioned plates 
cost from 50 to 100 rupees and a table of 
this kind from 100 to 200 rupees. In Delhi 
and Lucknow, necklaces and anklets are 
renowned; they are in gold and silver, of a 
wonderful workmanship and very cheap; 
they are very much the fashion just now. 
When I go to Ceylon, I will myself send you 
as a remembrance, if you will accept it, a 
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casket, a writing desk made with 45 or 50 
different kinds of woods, all in mosaic. In 
Ceylon we have at present 8,000 Theoso- 
phists ' and 11 schools in Ceylon and Burma. 
I will ask them to provide me with what is 
best. Dacca is well known for its spiderweb 
handkerchiefs. A length of 50 archines of 
this muslin can pass through a ring. We 
have many rare things, and the best that I 
find I will send you. Remember, my dear 
Prince, that what is finest is connected with 
the sacred cow and the monkey-god. Indeed, 
Helena, who according to her husband (?) is 
called Blavatsky, has transformed herself into 
a Bodhisattva, your faithful servant through¬ 
out the ages. But it is my nature to be grate¬ 
ful in spite of my other vices. 

I close now my report. Be so good, my 
dear Prince, as to explain your wishes to me 
in detail so that there are neither errors nor 
misunderstandings. I have ordered the office 
to send you all the numbers of the Theo- 
sophist including the last, the February num¬ 
ber, and I have myself addressed the parcel to 
you at Tiflis. As to Isis Unveiled I will not 
send it to you now as aU have been sold out, I 
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have ordered the Secretary to have some sent 
from New York and he is expecting the ar¬ 
rival of a new supply. My book is translated 
into Sanskrit ‘ and is a tremendous success. 

I told you that it was not I who wrote it, 
but only my hand ; if you don't believe it. it 
can’t be helped. Next week I shall answer 
all your questions but now I am in a hurry. 
Faust evoked Mephistopheles and the latter 
will not stop throwing letters at you like the 
leaves that fall on you in the bath." But if 
you want me to be silent, I will be so. Why 
do you say nothing of The Occult World that 
I sent you ? Have you received it ? If it has 
got lost I will sent you another copy. There 
you will find another Alter Ego of my 
mysterious miracle-performing Hindu who has 
played and still plays such an important role 
in my life. Do you not wish to correspond 
with him? He might reveal to you all the 
secrets of Tibet and India. He will not send 
any letter through the post; they will reach 
you direct from Tibet, from Shigatse, and will 
fall on to your writing table. But would he 
agree ? Thank you a thousand times for your 
photograph. But you are still too handsome»^ 
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my dear Prince, and that is why you neglect 
metaphysics and mock at philosophy. When 
you are uglier and older and like me feel every¬ 
thing crumbling around you. then >ou will 
perhaps be a candidate for this knowledge. 
I will never forget how, one month before my 
marriage, on Princess Lydia Gagarin’s balcony, 
you gave me a sermon on morals in Tiflis. 
Do you remember ? Tempi passati I' Next 
week I will send you the photograph of my 
own physiognomy. I pray you, do not have 
nightmares in consequence. 

In the meantime receive the sincere ex¬ 
pression of my deep devotion from 
your very obliged, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 
the “ evil spirit ” of the whole of Anglo-India. 


* Called “ Crow’s Nest”. Two illustrations of it» Figures 53 
and 54, are in The Golden Booh of the Theosophical Society. The 
house was demolished some twenty years ago. 

* archine, Russian measure, a little less than a metre. 

* This is still at Adyar Headquarters. 

* See note 1, on p. 17. 

* There is no record that a translation was ever attempted. 

® (Translator’s note) Russians like very hot steam baths, after 
which they scourge themselves with birch branches. 

^ Italian: Years already gone hy, 

4 



Bombay, 

March 1st, 1882. 

My dear Prince, 

Following my promise, I am sending you 
the picture of the worn-out features of one 
who was, but is no more. Requiescat in 
pace? I did my best to send you a better 
and more recent photograph (this one was 
taken in 1880 when I left New York *), but 
there is no other, and a month would be 
required to make a new one, for in this burn¬ 
ing climate everything become drowsy, every¬ 
thing creeps about and falls asleep—except 
your very devoted servant, who keeps ever 
“ wide awake As, once again, “ the most 
beautiful girl in the world can only give what 
she has,” together with my photograph I am 
sending you one of my elephant Vanka—my 
best friend, at Ratnapura (Ceylon), where 
the Society has one of its headquarters as we 
have now everywhere. In its turn, the 
elephant is accompanied by a few views of 
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Ceylon—main base of my Theosophical work 
—and a few pictures of Kandy chieftains, 
descendants of the Tamil Kings of Ceylon; 
and two or three beauties wearing but little 
clothing but who are all the more virtuous— 
all members (fellows) of our Society. In 
India, my dear Prince, especially in the south, 
the virtue as well as the high position of the 
women is measured by the more or less re¬ 
markable absence of clothing. Our Lucretias 
and rose-queens of the Hindu Pontoise 
disdain even the traditional vine leaf. With 
us, you would find only the Nautch-girls 
(Bayaderes) and the “ Nana ” who cover their 
bust to the waist; the entirely naked torso 
was allowed only to the Brahmin women of the 
highest caste following probably the principle 
according to which the wife of Caesar must 
be above suspicion and —vice versa. Finally 
I have the honour of sending you several 
groups of more or less celebrated Theosophists 
(of those whom you call “ fools ”) amongst 
whom stands humbly the daughter of my father, 
their “ spiritual mother ” in the spiritual sense, 
evidently according to the principle which 
gives to countries of the blind, kings with only 
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one eye. Kindly accept all this as a very small 
tribute of my respectful admiration, gratitude, 
devotion, etc. (the end of the sentence is found 
in any dictionary of synonyms). If you have 
anything framed, let it be Vanka, my elephant, 
for it is well decreed by a capricious fate that 
this melancholic looking animal must figure 
one day in “ the History of the religious and 
philosophic Progress of Civilization in India 
and Ceylon,” as the horse and favourite mount 
of “ Mahatma Blavatsky,” and put into the 
shade the historic camel of Mohammed. 

Well, and here is another! An “ Amicus ” 
from St. Petersburg is mentioned in the 
New Times as having written the follow¬ 
ing paragraph: “ A person occupying a 

high position (it is easy, my dear Prince, to 
guess that it is you) has recently received a 
letter from Bombay containing extraordinary 
information about a Russian woman, 
Mme. Glavatsky, who, it seems, plays in 
India the role of a kind of missionary ... of 
a religion of her own invention. At present 
Mme. Glavatsky has already nearly 75,000 
adherents {New Times, No. 2115).” O holy, 
non-existent Moses! How does mother 
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Nature allow such journalist-liars to exist ? 
When have I invented any sort of religion or 
creed ? And why, so long as I have not been 
found guilty of so foolish a thing, disfigure my 
family name, that is already apt to cause me 
some embarrassment and is disharmonious, 
into “ Glavatsky ” which is still worse! And 
all that is invention. “ One hears the sound 
of a bell, but without knowing where it comes 
from.” ’ I have invented nothing, I have 
neither left nor turned away from the mentality 
of the Russian priests (from churchianity^) and 
from all kinds of dogmatical believers, to invent 
religions and beliefs in my old age! My belief 
is complete lack of belief, even in myself. I 
have long ceased to believe, to have faith, in 
visible and invisible persons or in objective or 
subjective gods, in ghosts and in providence, 
and I believe ONLY in human stupidity. For 
me, everything that is conditional, relative and 
finite, does not exist. I believe only in the 
Infinite, the Unconditional and the Absolute, 
but I do not preach my ideas. In our Society, 
composed of all races, of all religions, of all 
conceptions, nobody, from the President to 
the last of the members, has the right to 
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propagate his ideas, and must respect the 
beliefs and convictions of his brother, however 
absurd they may appear to him. We are not 
75,000, but rather 300,000, if we are to count 
all the allied societies. And all the secret of 
my “ Avatarhood ” (according to the belief of 
fools) comes from the fact that I defend the 
right of every honest man, whether he be 
Buddhist, Brahmin, Jain, Hebrew or wor¬ 
shipper of the devil—to believe and worship 
as he likes provided he is sincere. That is 
why I say to the Christian : if you believe in 
your Christ, live as Christ lived and be like 
Christ and not like a Pope or a Luther. I 
speak in the same way to the Buddhist 
showing the example of Gautama Buddha, the 
greatest philosopher of the world, and I prove 
to him that nobody has proclaimed a more 
moral teaching, one more ethical, more 
practical, the only one that, down here, 
leads humanity to happiness and peace in this 
vale of tears and not to a hypothetical 
divine heaven. And so on in the religions 
of each race—I speak only of the ancient 
beliefs of the Brahmins, Zoroastrians, and 
that of the Buddha—there is the same Truth, 
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the same basis ; and all are founded on the 
still, for us, inaccessible problem: how to 
lighten the destiny on earth of the unhappy, 
blind, weak and stupid human being. Suc¬ 
cessive beliefs in this and that have therefore 
arisen, and clever men have invented dogmas 
which drug like narcotics the brains of the 
crying child humanity, in spite of its having 
good sense. There arose various religions, 
fairy stories of Prince Bava,® celestial kings 
seated on white thrones, surrounded by 
innumerable seraphim and cherubim who 
have nothing to sit on nor hands with which 
to scratch their noses, yet who in spite of 
that play on harps and sing for all eternity. 
“ What have I done to grieve Thee ? ” and so 
on. What does all this lead to ? Is humanity 
better for it, a little more moral or happier 
with all such beliefs ? Look at the statistics 
of crime and compare the number in 
Protestant and Catholic countries with that 
in heathen countries. Compare, and you will 
see that the (so-called) Christian religion (!) 
instead of improving the morals, produces 
fanatics, as among the Jews, which has served 
as screen and excuse for the persecution of 
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political criminals and others, and in Ceylon 
there are 10 crimes, for 5 million inhabitants 
where one would find 500 in any town 
in Europe. In this respect one needs only 
to look at London. These are statistics and 
figures cannot lie. And yet Buddhists do not 
believe in God nor the Christ and follow 
only the example of Sakyamuni, the Buddha, 
and His 5 commandments. If only humanity 
would return to its senses and, instead of 
looking up into the clouds where there is only 
mist and fog, would look under its feet, how 
much happier it would be! It would be a 
hundred times better for it if there was no 
other religion than pure, unselfish philan¬ 
thropy—a collective and individual love for] 
humanity. “ Love thy brother and thy neigh¬ 
bour as thyself ” and “ Do not do to others 
what you would not like others to do to you.” 
These words were not pronounced in the 1st 
century of Christianity, but 640 years before 
Christ, by Confucius, as is now proved, and 
it is on this golden rule that humanity’s 
happiness is founded—that is the new religion 
founded by Mme. Glavatsky. Qur Society is 
the Brotherhood of Humanity and not thatjji 
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Peter or Paul. Of course all the missionaries 
are against me. They would have poisoned 
me had they been able to do so. They think 
only of destroying the unhappy people. Of 
all honest, hard working and abstinent heathen 
they make Catholic or Protestant Christians 
who become liars, thieves, drunkards, but 
Christian converts. Ask whom you will—no 
Englishman, not even a missionary, will take 
into his service a new convert; they prefer 
taking heathens. The reason is that as soon 
as a Hindu or a Muslim begins to believe that 
his sins are redeemed by the blood of Christ, 
he immediately begins to drink, to steal and 
to misbehave. As for the missionaries, they 
do not mind, for they have added one more 
to the list of the newly converted (children 
and babies found in the streets in times of 
famine) and are satisfied. Is this the religion 
preached by the great reformers ? It would be 
better for these people to believe in nothing 
or to pay homage to the tail of a cow or of 
a monkey, but to be honest people aind 
“ brothers ” to all humanity, which is perish¬ 
ing in the mud up to its chin, than to be 
the so-called “ children of God,” “ sons of 
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God ” of whom till now we know nothing, 
and who seems to take little heed of us. This 
is the practical side of my faith, but I show it 
to no one, and it concerns nobody. Do not 
think, my dear Prince, that I am an atheist. 

In my physical brain I am a materialist, but 
wh at d \^ lls in mv spiritual brain even 10 
volum es co uld not c ontain ! But this is my own 
business not that of others. My God is not 
their God, and it is as difficult for me to 
understand your God as for one person to 
realize the taste of another; so no one can 
understand my God and my taste. All this 
may seem to you too complicated and stupid, 
but it is because I am beginning to forget my 
Russian, and yet in these my stupid words is 
contained a great truth. Basta ! * 

A “Quaker husband”!?!! Kill me, but I 
do not know to what the late Prince Galitzine 
referred. I never married anybody, least of 
all a Quaker. They wed the Holy Spirit and 
dance to the sound of the flute. As to their 
having Russian wives, I have never heard of 
it. I have nothing to hide. Between the 
Blavatsky of 1845-65 and the Blavatsky of the 
years 1865-1882 there is an unbridgeable gulf. 



BOMBAY, 1882 


59 


If the latter seeks to put the extinguisher on 
the former, it is more for the sake of human 
honour than for her own personal one. Be¬ 
tween the first and the last there is the Christ 
and all the celestial Angels and the Holy Virgin, 
and after the last there is the Buddha and 
Nirvana, with the bitter and cold conception 
of the sad and ridiculous fiasco of man’s 
I creation, of the first man in the image of God! 
I The first should have been annihilated even 
before 1865, and that in the name of human¬ 
ity capable of producing in the world such a 
mad curiosity. Regarding the last, she sacri¬ 
fices herself, for the first believed and prayed, 
thinking that by her prayers her sins would be 
forgiven, placing her hope in the non compos 
mentis ’’ of humanity, the madness which 
is the result of civilization and cultured 
society—and the second believes only in the 
negation of her own personality in its human 
form, the end of all being Nirvana, where 
neither prayer nor faith can help, since all 
depends on our Karma (personal merit or 
demerit). 

To sum up: I am not guilty of having a 
Quaker husband. I plead “ not guilty,” and 
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I would give with pleasure the rest ol my 
“sad days’’ to have had the Cincinatus 
Blavatsky de Chcrnigkoff as non-existent as 
the Quaker husband. He has also added 
in some small measure to the suffering of 
humanity, by producing without me small 
Blavatskys during 30 years on his estates. 
And I alone would be required to find in 
Nirvana these children, linked to my Karma 
as beads on a string. My dear Prince, life is 
not beautiful. It would be better for us if 
we lost our memory after the age of thirty. 

You are then prepared to accept “super¬ 
natural phenomena,” but do not accept that 
one should study the powers of nature that are 
inaccessible to our reason ? And where, my 
dear Prince, do we draw the line of demar¬ 
cation ? Who amongst our physicists and our 
most wise theologians can say, so long as all 
the powers of nature have not been studied, 

“ Here is the limit, one can go no further ” ? 
And can there be something supernatural in 
nature and in the natural world ? We are 
ignorant of everything that is in this world 
and therefore we deny. I have sent you 
The Occult World in order to answer your 
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mental question, but you do not speak of 
having read it. This book is, however, 
intimately related to your question: “ What 
are the incredible circumstances ” of which I 
speak, when I first met my mysterious Indian ? 
And now, while I think of it, the question of 
the “ Quaker husband ” concerns him also. 
You ask me to tell you about it ? Your will 
be done. 

I was in search of the unknown. The world— 
especially people addicted to unkind gossip— 
know only the outer and objective side of my 
youth, which they exaggerate in a truly 
Christian way. But nobody, not even my 
parents, have understood anything whatsoever 
of my intimate inner life, that which I would 
call in the Theosophist “ Soul-life ”. Since the 
age of 16.1 have always lived a double e-xiRten r<>^ 
mysterious, inco mprehensible even tQ.mvself. 

until ,I met Jon . the.second time my still 

m(yej mysterious India n. Since the age of 14, 
I have alway^seen the dav in my phy si ^^^'l 
bo3 ^ and my nights in my astral body . You 
wflT say: “ What nonsense the good woman is 
talking! ” and you will be wrong. Think what 
you will, my dear Prince, but do not speak 





62 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


against the Truth, saying to yourself that it is 
“ humbug Even when I went to old Maria 
Solomonovna Babuna—may her Karma with 
all her burdens piled up on top of her, 
be light!!—it was to meet there all the 
Koodianas, the sorcerers of Tiflis, who 
gathered in her home to prepare love-potions 
and other horrors. Ah, how wrong they were 
to take me for a Catherine II! Never—phy¬ 
sically speaking—has there ever existed a girl 
or woman colder than I. I had a volcano in 
constant eruption in my brain and—a glacier 
—at the foot of the mountain. If I began 
to speak to you of alchemy, of union or 
“ marriage of the red Virgin" with the 
“ Astral Mineral,” of the philosopher’s stone 
(union of the Soul and the Spirit), would you 
send me to the devil ? Yet, when I expound 
a subject, surely I must use the appropriate 
terms befitting that subject ? 

You have perhaps heard—or may be would 
not listen to the rumour—that my great 
grandfather on my mother’s side, Prince Paul 
Vasilyev itch Dolgorouki, had a strange library 
containing hundreds of books on alchemy, 
magic and other occult sciences. I had read 
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them with the keenest interest before the 
age of 15. All the devilries of the Middle 
Ages had found refuge in my head and soon 
neither Paracelsus, Kunrath nor C. Agrippa 
would have had anything to teach me. All 
of them spoke of the “ marriage of the red 
Virgin with the Hierophant,” and of that 
of the “ astral mineral with the sibyl,” of the 
combination of the feminine and masculine 
principles in certain alchemical and magical 
operations. Do you know why I married 
old Blavatsky ? Because, whereas all the 
young men laughed at “ magical^ superstitions, 
be bel ieve d in them ! He had so often talked 
to me about the sorcerers of Erivan, of the 
mysterious sciences of the Kourds and the 
Persians, that I took him in order to use him 
as a latch key to the latter. But—I never was 
his wife, 1 s wear it upto the hour of my d<»atb 
N^ERjS^^r^been “ WIFE Blavatsky ” 
akhough I lived for a year under his roof. 
N either have I b ^n anybody’s wife as evil 
tongues have pretended—for I was for about 
ten months in search of the “ astral mineral ” 
that had to have the “ red Virgin ” pure and 
entire and I did not find that mineral. What 
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I wanted and searched for was the subtle 
magnetism that one exchanges, the human 
“ salt,” and father Blavatsky did not have it; 
and to find it and obtain it, I was ready to 
sacrifice myself, to dishonour myself ! This did 
not suit the old man, hence quarrels, nearly 
battles, till I ran away from him and came to 
Tiflis from Erivan—on horseback —where I 
went into hiding with my grandmother. I 
swore that I would kill myself if I was forced 
to return to him. Ah! how sad that they 
did not leave me to do as I wished ! Married 
during the spring of 1848, in the month of 
February (or January) 1879 I was still in 
search of my “ salt ” and human “ mineral ” 
and —the ” Virgin " was still there in the full 
sense of the word, whilst all the time people 
were tearing my reputation to pieces at Tiflis! 
There is now only one man left in the world 
—they were still two a few years ago—who 
knows my secret and what I have just told 
you is strictly the truth. That man is Prince 
Simon Vorontzoff. The other—who is dead 
—is my poor Prince Emile de Wittgenstein,^ 
my best friend during many years and my 
correspondent. Ah! It was not he who ever 
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despised me! He could never believe in the 
calumnies that were spoken about me, for it 
was to him that in a moment of despair and 
folly I gave the actual proof that there 
existed in the world at least one woman who, 
married for nearly a year, with the reputation 
of a courtesan — let us sav the word at once— 
and who yet was physically as pure as a 
new-born child. 1 say ph ysically, becaus e, 
unfortunately^ I was not so morally. My 
researches concerning the “ red Virgin ” and 
the human “ salt ” having necessitated physio¬ 
logical investigations that were certainly not 
for my age, my imagination was coldly de¬ 
praved. I looked for the subject. 

And now for the Indian—for the sad 
preface is finished. I have already told 
you, that man is doubly my saviour. At 
Athens, in Egypt, on the Euphrates, every¬ 
where I went I sought my “ astral ” stone 
(this time without metaphor and literatim 
if you please). I have lived with the 
whirling Dervishes, with the Druses of 
Mt. Lebanon, with the Bedouin Arabs and 
the Marabouts of Damascus. I found it no¬ 
where ! I learned necromancy and astrology. 





66 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


crystal-gazing and spiritualism—of “red Vir¬ 
gin ” no trace whatsoever! At Constan¬ 
tinople I was in need of money and I wanted 
to earn the 1000 offered to the one who won 
the steeplechase —18 hedges to jump with a 
wild horse which had just killed two grooms. 

I jumped 16 but at the 17th my horse reared, 
fell backwards and crushed me. It was in 
1851. I came to myself six weeks later ; but 
before entering my Nirvana (for it was fully 
one), I saw a man, a giant, dressed differently 
from the Turks, who lifted my tattered and 
bloody garments from under the horse and— 
nothing more, nothing but the memory of 
a face I had seen somewhere. Years later, 
when sick of everything, tired of poor old 
Countess Bagration who held me confined in 
“ Mivart’s Hotel,” making me read the Chita- 
minyi and the Bible, I escaped on to Waterloo 
Bridge, for I was seized with a strong desire 
to die. I had long felt the temptation 
approaching. This time I did not seek to 
resist it and the muddy water of the Thames 
seemed to me a delicious bed. I was seeking 
eternal repose not being able to find the 
“ stone ” and having lost the “ Virgin The 
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same mysterious personage woke me up and 
saved me and, to console me with life, pro¬ 
mised me “ the Stone and the Virgin I have 
them now. The rest of the story you have in 
my first letter. But, shadow of the great 
Gautama Buddha, what interest can this be to 
you! There! the boat has left and you will 
receive this letter after the photographs that I 
sent you! The devil knows what a stupid 
story, you will exclaim. It is stupid but true. 

And now let us speak of business. Have you 

a museum at Tiflis ? Are they interested in 

coins ? I have some of great antiquity, from 

the time of emperors unknown in history ; it 

seems that they were engraved a few thousand 

years B. C. If you think that they might find 

a place in your museum, I will send them to 

you with pleasure, together with other archaic 

antiquities and objects of curiosity, with a 
* 

detailed description by the sages of the Royal 
Asiatic Society of Ceilcutta (they are asses, 
however). Give them to the Museum on behalf 
of a servant of Buddha, Helena Petrovna 
Blavatsky, with the condition that when he 
sends his servant to Nirvana, they (the 
archaeologists)—I will not make them wait 
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long—arrange a requiem mass in the great 
church of Gebrov at Baku, where the lights 
should be lit to the sacred Nefti, accompanied 
by the dance of the Bayaderes. Everything is 
already prepared beforehand ; I will die here 
and a spot in the garden is ready. They will 
burn me solemnly on a funeral pyre and then 
send me to my disciples. I will die in Tibet 
where I am thinking of going this autumn— 
my mortal body will be thrown to the sacred 
dogs of the Lamas and the Ku-Sungov. 

For you, my dear Prince, I leave a salve and 
will send it to you at the first opportunity. 
As no chemist will be able to tell you what it 
is, I will tell you. It is a little round thing 
resembling a bone or a shell, a small ball 
covered by a coating of opal, that is to say, an 
excrescence that is found in the upper part, 
under the base, of the elephant’s trunk. T his 
excrescence is very rare, for it is found only 
in one elephant in 25,000. It is always a 
white elephant; it is sacred. I received this 
talisman from the King of Siam, our member 
of honour and Grand Patron of the Buddhists 
in Ceylon. There are only 3 (of these balls, 
not kings) in the world; one with the King 
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of Siam, another in the possession of the King 
of Burma, and I have the third. He who 
wears such a talisman round his neck will be 
invulnerable to all arrows, bullets, flames, 
poisons, and all the elephants of Siam, Burma, 
Ceylon and Nepal will be at his service. 
The elephant who has this royal ornament is 
King of the elephants. The talisman protects 
one against enemies and makes all love its 
possessor. And if you pass it seven times 
around your heart, five times around your 
brain and three times vertically between your 
eyebrows, you will know all the most secret 
thoughts of one you want to. I know them 
already without this, and therefore have no 
need of it. 7 krmv what has worried you for 
7 years. But why do you vex our poor Anglo- 
Indians so much ? How is it that you are not 
ashamed, you Russians, to deprive them of 
sleep and appetite by constantly building new 
railways in the Caspian region 1 The Pioneer 
writes that you do not at all need these rail¬ 
ways and that you only do so to tease the poor 
English and make them suffer. It is not right 
to torment thus your most faithful friends, 
those who only wish you well. 
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I have sent you my Isis Unveiled —I have 
given the order to the office. But you will 
not even read it—you will laugh at it. Rather 
give orders to the newspapers in Tiflis to 
open an archaeological, political and philo¬ 
sophical section and put my name forward as 
correspondent. I will furnish you regularly 
with all the news about India. But the 
Russian newspapers are not reliable. Even 
the Moscow News has done me out of what 
is owing to me for more than a year. 

One must observe good manners, so it is 
time for me to end. In the meantime I 
remain in life and in death 

your faithful servant, 

ELENA BLAV— 

I send all my letters registered, especially to 
you, otherwise none of them would arrive. 
The Anglo-Indian Secret Police would seize 
and read them. But how they turn their 
noses up when speaking of Russia! O Phari¬ 
sees, children of the Devil! 


E. B. 
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' Latin : M.ay sshe rest in peace. 

* The Founders left the United States in December, 1878. 

^ (Translator’s note) ; proverb meaning that one has heard 
something one has not understood. 

* Popocliinc, spirit of the popes, die priests. 

® Italian for Eyum^h ! ” 

® (Translator’s note) ; Famous hero of Russian talcs. 

^ Latin: not of sound mind. 



EDITOR'S OFFICE 

OF THE THEOSOPHIST. 

Southern India, 
Guntur, 
May 17, 1882. 

My dear Prince, 

It was in the unexplored deserts and forests 
of Pampas—or rather on leaving there, that 
I received your telegram, re-telegraphed from 
Bombay. I will be back just in time to receive 
your letter and do your errands. I am just 
now on my way to Madras; and it is sitting 
in a gondola-boat on the “ Buckingham Canal ” ^ 
and as we move onwards, that I am writing 
this on my knees. I hope therefore that you 
will pardon this, scribble. For two months I 
have been on the wing, as one says, travelling 
from town to town, from Bengal to Madras 
and from there to Nellore, Guntur, in the 
mountains of the land of the Pampas 
(unknown by the English and which they 
cannot cross because of treaty) where we were 
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led by the Brahman-yogis and received in 
their temples; and here I am on my way 
again to Nellore, 85 miles in palanquins, 
carried by 12 men over sandy plains and 
through nearly virgin forests, with a retinue 
of a hundred men (Hindus, members of our 
Society) and religious ceremonies every two 
miles!! Three cobras killed yesterday, just 
when these amiable reptiles with hood and 
spectacles showed themselves determined to 
share my couch in the palanquin, several 
dozen scorpions crushed and the meeting of 
a mad elephant which killed one of our coolies 
—these are two or three of last week’s 
events. 

For the moment I (or rather we) navigate the 
blue waters of Lake Chilki (Parrot Lake) and 
the Canal, accompanied by a dozen crocodiles 
who look at me with sweet eyes. It is really 
very agreeable to travel in South India! But, I 
have become positively a goddess and a Devata 
for the Hindus! If you want to laugh, read the 
Supplement in The Theosopkist. Look at those 
addresses where I am compared to immaculate 
Devaki ” and called “ Saviour of India The 
Dravidians do not do things by halves. Nellore 



74 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


has spent nearly 10,000 rupees to receive us 
and Guntur, a small town of 20,000 inhabi¬ 
tants, has sent 200 men to the end of the 
Canal, with 10 palanquins, two elephants and 
35 celestial musicians coming from a distance 
of 85 miles to escort us to their old town to the 
sound of fanfares, pipes and Sanskrit chanting. 
At 8 miles from Guntur we were received by 
the whole population. Brahmins, Nautch girls 
and musicians at the head of an immense 
crowd. Imagine the daughter of my father 
carried in a golden palanquin, on the heads of 
twelve coolies, surrounded by high (Hindu) 
officials, pundits and learned men, looking 
down on to an immense and enthusiastic 
crowd which prostrated itself each time I 
looked at it. And “this magnificent pro¬ 
cession composed of many camels”—like the 
one in the song of Cinderella—took three 
hours to pass from one side of the town to the 
other—the whole place was lit by fire-works, 
triumphal arches with vivid inscriptions such 
as “Welcome revered Madame Blavatsky!” 
“ Welcome Theosophists! ”—“ May Theosophy 
live for ever! ” “ Blessings of Brahm upon 
the beloved Founders of the Theosophical 
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Society,” etc., the texts being in Tamil, Telugu 
and Sanskrit. 

On May 14, at 7 o’clock in the evening we 
entered in procession by one of the doors and 
only arrived at 11 o’clock at the house pre¬ 
pared for us. A few English put their noses 
out of their windows—“ awfully shocked and 
disgusted! ”—^but they could do nothing about 
it. They do not dare to touch the religi¬ 
ous feelings of the masses. The harangues 
of the missionaries who seek to discredit 
us at the street corners are useless, and the 
other day a padre was given a bad time when 
he insinuated that I was after all only a 
Russian spy! The crowd nearly threw him 
into the Canal. 

Well! what advantage have I gained from 
it all ? What is the good of all these triumphs ? 
Oh, my dear Prince, if I were 20 or 25 years 
younger, I swear that in the chronicles of 
Russia another Ermak*, an Ermak in petticoats, 
would have appeared in India and India 
would have shone as “ the finest jewel,” with 
a different lustre, not in England’s crown, but 
in Russia’s diadem. I would have made the 
conquest of India without spilling a drop 
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of blood and I would have given it to the 
motherland. 

But in the meanwhile goodbye my country. 
I will not see it any more than my ears. I 
will die here and my sinful flesh and bones 
will be burned on a funeral pyre and my ashes 
scattered to the breadth of the Aryavartas. 
Shall I send you a pinch ? (not of the Arya¬ 
vartas ! but of ashes ?) However, your talisman 
is ready. I will send it as soon as I get home. 
Here the temperature has risen to 120" in 
the shade! 

I hope this letter will reach you. 

Your ever devoted servant and ready for 
any service. 

Your compatriot—in a liquid state. 

E. BLAVATSKAYA 

P. S. For your amusement I send you a few 
newspaper cuttings. 


• Col. Olcott gives a lo.ng and detailed account of this journey 
in Old Diary Leaves. (Vol. II, ch. xxiii). 

‘ Russian hero, conqueror of Siberia. 



EDITOR S OFFICE 

OF THE THEOSOPHIST. 

Bombay, 
June 25, 1882. 

I write this letter with a sinking heart for 
two reasons, 1st, I fear a refusal; and 2nd, 
I have never asked anything either for myself 
or for others. I hate playing the part of a 
beggar and above all I fear that you will think, 
my dear Prince, that hardly has our corres¬ 
pondence begun, than I already exploit your 
kindness towards me. But such an incident 
has happened that outside yourself there is 
no salvation! Even before your nomination 
in the Caucasus, I wanted to write to the 
Grand Duke, but he would not even have 
glanced at my petition. The situation is as 
follows; 

I have an only brother, ten years younger 
than myself. Hardly had he been born than 
our mother died ; he was never, I think, loved 
by his father and grew up as an orphan. 
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Grandfather brought him up and placed him, 
I believe, at Gakke, in a school in Tiflis, then 
he went to the University of Dorpat and 
finished his studies in that of Moscow, in the 
faculty of Law, in 1860. His name is Leonid 
Petrovitch Hahn. He ended his course very 
well. He is an all-round, well educated and 
even a learned man, and one rarely meets such 
among officials of the State. He knows 
both Latin and Greek well and Law as few 
know it. He is really intelligent. Having 
finished at the University, he entered the 
Department which administers State proper¬ 
ties at Tiflis and was soon appointed a Judge 
at Stavropol. He was such a good Judge 
that during the eight years of his term, there 
was not a single complaint against him. He is 
the most honest of men as the whole province 
of Stavropol can certify, and the simple people 
loved him greatly for his keen sense of justice 
and his disinterestedness. When he was 
young he liked to amuse himself a little, but 
who amongst you state officials has not 
amused himself in his youth ? But he has 
long since left this aside and has become 
balanced and serious. All at once a misfortune 
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liappensl He lias lost his situation because, at 
the time the Tribunal was moving from one 
house to another, the drunken door-keeper 
lost a file. Just at that time the Head of the 
Civil Department, Kvouchine, had come to 
Tiflis, who, as I have been informed by many 
citizens of Tiflis, is known all over Russia 
as a mad dog. At Tiflis they several times 
wanted to beat him, nobody saluted him and 
he did such disgusting things that after a 
year they chased him away. He began by 
dismissing several hundreds of employees, 
some of whom were excellent people and 
useful functionaries, and replacing them with 
his own “ rascals ”. My sister writes that it 
was then that my brother lost his position 
because of the loss of the file and was taken 
before the Court. No other course remained 
except for him to work as a lawyer, which he 
did. He was tried in Tiflis and the Tribunal 
entirely acquitted him, but they would not 
give him back his post, and since then he has 
been fighting to get a position, for in the 
Caucasus he has no support, for all his relatives 
and friends are dead. And yet the Presi¬ 
dent of the Court of Justice of Tiflis, OgoUne 
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himself, said to my sister (Jelihovsky) : 
“ Leonid Petrovitch Hahn has been our best 
Judge.” And when my sister Vera asked: 
“ But then why is he not given a position ? ” 
Ogoline replied that Kvouchine had so sland¬ 
ered him before the Grand Duke that now 
it is difficult to convince him. My sister 
writes, however, that it was simply the 
laziness and indifference of Ogoline, who had 
forgotten Leonid, that was the real cause. 
Everybody praises my brother for his intelli¬ 
gence, learning and great loyalty. That is what 
was written to me by my cousin, Colonel 
Alexandre Youllvitch de Witte from Stavropol 
and General Bronevsky (my relative). The 
latter began an application in his favour, but 
did not have time to succeed before he died. 
This is the whole story, true but sad, because 
my brother is married and has a family and 
I have been informed that he and his family 
are almost starving. That is why, my dear 
Prince, I am writing in the hope that you will 
repair the injustice done to a poor but honest 
man. You have, I am told, full powers in the 
Caucasus, and anyhow your word is law. I 
ask for nothing save justice, and I would not 
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have dared to beg this of you had things been 
different. It is easy for you to have an in¬ 
vestigation made and to learn the truth. I 
do not understand business, but I believe it 
lies in your power to save an innocent man 
in danger of dying. He long ago earned the 
position of member of the regional tribunal, 
but if for the moment there is no vacancy, he 
could at least be appointed assistant to the 
attorney or even once again a Judge, for he 
has only one desire, that of serving loyally 
and not going under. I beg you, my deeir 
Prince, not to get angry at what I have 
written, just as God (O Lord! if only one 
could be certain that He exists !) must not be 
angry when poor people pray to Him. Do 
this good deed and I will die in peace, blessing 
you and your family, and I will be ever your 
servant here and after death. If it does not 
depend on you, it depends on another and 
you can order it to be done. I am writing to 
my brother that I have spoken to you on his 
behalf so that he retains some hope, and asking 
him to send you his declaration as it is called. 
In any case, I am sending him a letter to you, 

to remind you who he is, in case you should 
6 
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forget him, as you cannot remember all the 
small officials! I believe that my uncle 
Votcheslav wanted to recommend Leonid to 
you but I think that my uncle also has 
little chance of succeeding. Allah knows 
why during his whole life he has not been 
able to rise above the grade of Major General. 
No, our family has no luck ; it is as it were, 
accursed ! And yet they are aU such pious, true 
and fervent Christians!—and what is the re¬ 
sult ? Have they better luck than I, a miserable 
disbeliever ? Does God love and protect them 
more than he does me ? I would consent to 
20 years of suffering, I would be ready to 
accept a life full of physical pain, if I could 
but get back the simple, warm faith of my 
early youth! My belief died on the day -of 
the death of the one I loved more than anyone 
else in all the world. At least, may my only 
brother not perish! It is in your power to 
do this good deed, my dear Prince, if it be in 
accord with justice, and that is easy for you 
to ascertain. 

In any case and in spite of that. 

Your ever grateful, 

E. BLAVATSKY 



Bombay, 

June 25, [1552.] 

I have received your kind letter, my dear 
Prince, with another letter and a cheque for 
one thousand, one hundred and eighty-five 
rupees 2 annas and 11 pies (Rs. 1185. 2 a. 11 p.). 
All that you command will be done. Many of 
the things you desire have been ordered and I 
will do all I can to satisfy you. Only—the Dacca 
muslin is invariably sold 10 yards at a time 
and this length is worth from 10 to 250 rupees. 
Manchester, with its cheap trash, has killed 
art and soon the Dacca “ spider-web muslin ” 
will find itself put aside among the lost arts 
of the “ Lost Arts and Sciences of Antiquity 
But with help, and thank God I have 
it, I will manage to obtain some, or have 
them specially ordered—as many pieces and 
at the prices I want. Well, now you will 
open your mouth from incredulity. “ Dacca 
muslin 50 archines ” you write, but at what 
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price ? 5 pieces each of 10 yards (or rather 
4 because the archine is shorter than a yard) 
would make—if one buys a “ piece of perfec¬ 
tion ”—40 rupees ; or, if one takes “ all that 
is most beautiful ” (official language of com¬ 
mercial travellers) it would cost 1,000 rupees, 
in which case there would not be much over 
for the rest. I hope you will answer me 
quickly on the subject. I have a Marathi 
Brahmin friend (descendant of Shivaji, the 
“ Ilya Mourometz * of India, hero of the 
17th century who, having defeated Aurung- 
zebe, overthrew the Mongolian dynasty). 
My Brahmin (not Shivaji, who died long 
ago) has ancient arms, about twenty pieces 
of them. He is the only man in India who 
has not been deprived of weapons, for accord¬ 
ing to the “Arms Law Enactment” the 
English have taken away from all their happy 
citizens even their penknives and the spit- 
irons they had in their houses. I do not know 
anything about steel but the shapes are 
extraordinary. Last year I bought some of 
these arms, and I gave and sent others to my 
aunt in Odessa for her collection. It seems 
that Uncle Fadeyef admired them greatly. 
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But their appearance and beauty are inferior 
to those of the Caucasian arms, except their 
shapes which are more original; they have 
double and triple blades I believe*—excuse 
me, I should know, but although I am a “ re¬ 
incarnation,” it is not of Brouloff. The shield 
is made of the skin of the rhinoceros, and is 
transparent, and there are other weapons 
unknown in Europe. In a month or perhaps 
-earlier, I will go myself to Benares and will 
pass through Delhi and Agra to buy what 
you have ordered. Otherwise I can be fooled. 
I have just returned from Madras, and as 
soon as I have finished all the affairs of 
The Theosophist, I am going for two months 
to the North-West Province of India, then 
to Darjeeling, Bhutan, Assam and much 
further into Tibet than the English are 
allowed to penetrate. Lamas from the Lama¬ 
sery (Monastery) of Tong-Douma will come 
to fetch me. As anything may happen and 
as I may not return from Tibet (taking the 
road to Nirvana), I will hurry to buy all the 
things for you before I leave, and will ask 
my two most faithful co-workers. Colonel 
Olcott, President of the Theosophical Society, 
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and Damodar K. Mavalankar, Manager of The 
Theosophist, to send them to you. I am 
leaving for two months only and if I do not 
die I will myself send you everything in 
perfect order, but one cannot be too careful 
when forseeing possible events. Next week 
I will send you the promised talisman— 
the tooth, or rather the excrescence of the 
sacred elephant. You can wear it as a trinket, 
if you do not believe in it, or wear it round 
your neck if you believe in its efficacy as 
much as I do—for you believe nothing for 
yourself but only what others believe. I 
believe by myself. O! my dear Prince, you 
were wrong to scold me in your letter because 
of my “ mockery ” of the religion in which 
I was born and of which you are a follower. 
Never in my life did I laugh at anything 
which someone holds sacred, but only at the 
“ Tartuffes ” of religion, and from my soul 
I despise them. Nearly all Protestantism is 
full of such “ Tartuffes ” to say nothing of 
Catholicism. If you only knew what I have 
suffered from these “followers of Christ," 
you would understand better that I do not 
mock at the religion of Christ, but only at its 
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outer coating, at the hj^jocrisy of the so-called 
Christians , who. far, worse than the Jews, 
crucify every moment the Truth and the very 
ideal of Christ. I will not lie and pretend, 
but I need not justify myself, for I am not 
responsible for the absence of a certain con¬ 
formation of my brain—it is the fault of 
Mother-Nature, of whom it would be far 
more sensible and nearer the truth to say 
“ Great is Fedora, but stupid,” than to apply 
it to Russia. Ergo —it is my brain and not 7, 
that has converted me from Christianity to 
Buddhism. I am not even a Buddhist but 
some kind of a strange mixture,* something 
incomprehensible. I am bored with life, my 
dear Prince, and that is all. What physical suf¬ 
fering did to Heine, moral suffering has done 
to me, although I am not Heine. Inner suf¬ 
fering is drying up the marrow of my spine, my 
dear Prince, and death does not come, that is 
all. Do you know that I was a hundred times 
happier in the days when I was hungry and 
lived in a garret ? Believing absolutely what 
my fathers believed, I cried with rage when a 
Catholic priest offered me his protection and 
100 thousand francs if I would agree to use 
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my “ extraordinary gift of mcdiumship ” to 
produce phenomena to convert the Khedive of 
Egypt to Catholicism. At that time, I at least 
believed in something, at least in the Russian 
God, and now that I live comparatively in 
luxury and am worshipped by heathens as 
well as by English fools, I have ceased to 
believe in anything. I believe in nothing save 
in the infinite stupidity of humanity. All my 
ideals have disappeared for ever and I have no 
more reason to live for anything or anyone. 
But I live because life does not let me alone 
and because suicide is an ignoble thing. But 
I see that having begun on an optimistic note. 
I end on a mournful one. Pardon me. All 
this cannot interest you. 

I want to ask you whether you know or 
have ever heard of a certain Prince Alexandre 
Dimetrievitch Lubawsky (in Viasma and 
Grodno) who signs Duke of Nicotera and 
writes about himself that he owns 2,800 
distinctions and medals and belongs to 1,300 
Societies ? Is he a madman or simply a fool ? 
He has written a letter to all our Branches 
and Sections in Corfu, London, Australia and 
America and already 22 Societies in India have 
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sent us his petitions to become a member of 
the Theosophical Society. I am sending you a 
sample of his boasting, and also to Aksakoff, 
a Vice-President of our Society and mem¬ 
ber of our General Council, I have sent the 
petition. This strange man is perhaps only a 
very great eccentric, but perhaps something 
far worse. He bombards me with his letters. 

I am afraid I have wearied you, my dear 
Prince. When you have a spare moment 
read my petition, my humble petition. You 
write to me that all your life you have tried 
to “ do good.” I believe you entirely, I 
haven’t yet lost my faith in you, and address 
myself to you in full confidence, as I believe 
in your kindness and most of all in your 
justice. 

Your eternally devoted servant, 

H. BLAVATSKY 


' (Translator’s note) : well-known hero of early Russian epics. 
^ H. P. B. here makes a rough drawing of a two-bladed weapon. 
* Untranslatable Russian proverb. 



H. P. B.. 

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY 
OF THE T. S. A. S. 

Bombay, 

September 1, 1882 

My dear Prince, 

You must be accusing me of carelessness 
and laziness—but truly you would be wrong. 
As soon as I received your money, I became 
busy ordering and buying what you desire; 
but in this country of meditation and con¬ 
templation of Brahma in the hollow of the 
navel, it is impossible to obtain immediately 
what one wants. Thus you have expressed 
the wish for bronze vases to insert lamps and 
I had to order them on purpose. And when 
an Indian here promis es you somethin g for 
to-rmrrou\ you m ay be sure you wiU^hayc.^i^ 
in two months. India, you see, is a country 
where everything sleeps, everything has 
crystallized so to speak and has remained 
statu quo for centuries and thousands of 
years. The models that were used for their 
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works of art, dating back from the time 
of the Ramayana and of the great war, 
are still in use today and it would be 
difficult to find any progress in the arts, 
sciences etc.—on the contrary, decadence 
and debacle everywhere! As they had no 
lamp-holders. at the time of the General-in- 
Chief, the monkey-God Hanuman, neither 
have they any nowadays, and I spent a whole 
day in Benares explaining to them what I 
wanted and trying to make them understand 
that they were fools. Now I have received a 
letter assuring me that the vases are ready 
and that the whole thing will be sent to 
me approximately on September 15th. I had 
in the same way to order the marble table 
at Agra. Barely back a fortnight ago, I 
must go off again towards the end of the 
week, and I will pass through Benares and 
Agra where I will take possession of the 
orders and have them carefully packed in 
front of me. I will have ever 3 rthing sent you 
by the “Austrian Lloyd”. I am really in 
despair at having made you wait, but truly it 
is not my fault; and if I have not written 
sooner it is because there was a good reason. 
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The devil take me, if these silly Englishmen 
do not imagine now that our correspondence 
is about politics ! You cannot imagine the 
fear they have of Russia—it makes you want 
to laugh for a month. It is especially you in 
whom they are interested just now. Every 
one of your movements is announced, your 
itinerary well explained, and you have all the 
field-grasses of Simla directed towards the 
Caspian Sea and your recent journeys in the 
neighbourhood. It is therefore natural that 
they do not feel at their ease, knowing of our 
correspondence. 

All the soldiers have left for Egypt and our 
milords are trembling with fear. What do 
they fear ? Sir Alfred Lyall showed his dis¬ 
pleasure last year when, feeling his pulse as a 
joke, I declared in front of everybody during 
an evening reception of General Murray that 
he like the others had the “ nervous ” fever, 
and yet, my word of honour, it is true ! But 
what I will never forgive them is their ill- 
disguised joy at the news of poor Skobeleff’s 
death. One more great misfortune for Russia! 
Kaufmann and Skobcleff I They were on the 
point of putting up illuminations! What a 
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bad and selfish people these Anglo-Indians 
are, although we are now friends! 

I have bought you another dozen of original 
things. A table and plates of carved marble 
and with mosaic, lamps from temples of god 
and goddesses, and I have ordered 100 sacred 
pictures to put on your screens. I also 
ordered a table with sea-shells and I have 
asked our Theosophists in Ceylon to buy the 
best objects in tortoise-shell. They make 
lovely things in mother-of-pearl and in 
tortoise-shell. Your talisman (excrescence 
from a white elephant) has been in my casket 
for two months. I wanted to send it to you 
earlier according to my promise, but it was 
impossible. We have no parcel-post service 
between India and Russia and the post takes 
neither large nor small parcels—all must go 
by boat. 

Well I think I have given you a full report. 
I fear to bore you with my long letters and I 
have so much to do that I have no breathing 
space. Consider, my dear Prince, that I alone 
am the head of 37 societies in India. I am 
their father, mother, brother and sister and 
without my blessing (!!) no one will marry 
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or die. They want me in all circumstances. 
Imagine that last week Colonel Chesney, 
author of the well-known “ Battle of Dorkin ” 
(is that correct?), became a member of our 
Theosophical Society ! He is mad on Koot- 
Hoomi Lai Singh’s philosophy. He was 
solemnly initiated into our Society at Simla 
together with the Ambassador of Burma and 
Mr. Pilcher, British Agent at Rangoon. And 
all that is my work. Oh! the dear little 
donkeys! When I die and all the philosophy 
and miracles cease, then they will become 
more intelligent. And without me what 
philosophy will they have and from where ? 

But that is enough. I remain till the grave 
your faithful servant, 

E. BLAVATSKY 



Sikkim-Ghum, 
October 1st [ISS2}, 
13,000 feet under the clouds. 

My dear Prince, 

You are so kind that I feel like singing and 
glorifying you and shouting Eureka \ At least 
there is one man in Russia who is a true 
Prince, in body and soul. I am ashamed and 
sorry for my brother and all concerned. 
Leave him alone ; he is a weathercock of the 
family of weathercocks! Don’t bother about 
him. He begged, cried and wrote to the aunts 
obliging them to write to me. It made me 
cry also and I disturbed you by begging for 
him (which I hate doing). He had written 
that he was dying of hunger and suddenly I 
receive a note of 4 lines from him saying : “ I 
thank you. Sister, for having applied to Prince 
Dondoukoff, etc. . . . my affairs are now 

better—it was unnecessary to disturb the 
Prince, etc.,” and finishes by saying that he 
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has found some work in the railways. He is 
mad like we all are in our family, for we are 
all born a little unbalanced. Pardon the old 
fool that I am, to have disturbed you. In 
future no one will catch me again in the net 
of family sentiments, in short it is a family of 
mad people. 

As you see, my dear Prince, I am in the 
solitude of Ghum.* And what is Ghum ? It 
is a mountain in Sikkim and a monastery 
where Lamas live on their way to Tibet." 
There are three stops till Tibet and it is 23 
miles from Darjeeling (Darjeeling, British 
Territory). In spite of the fact that it is only 
50 miles in a direct line from Tibet and the 
real Himalayas no English are allowed to 
enter and I am welcomed. I will tell you of 
an incident. The doctors sent me away from 
Bombay, for I was dying at the beginning 
of September of a liver and kidney disease, 
and I went to the mountains. Passing through 
Benares I took your bronze things and having 
packed them, sent the box to Allahabad. 
Then I went via Calcutta and Chandemagore 
to Cooch Bihar (the Rajah is a Theosophist). 
There I was ill of fever for 3 days because of 
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the sudden change—a terrible heat succeeded 
by cold, rain and fog. A dozen Babu Theo- 
sophists from Calcutta accompanied me, to¬ 
gether with three Buddhists from Ceylon and 
one from Burma. All this crowd of naked feet 
and bare breasts coming from the tropical 
valleys of Hindustan, fell ill with the cold. I 
alone, being Russian, pulled myself together and 
went on. But instead of 15 people, only 5 fol¬ 
lowed me to Sikkim: the 4 Buddhists and one 
from Nepal—all the others were laid up. As 
you know, Sikkim is an independent State be¬ 
tween Cooch Behar and Bhutan. The first and 
the last have still escaped the claws of the 
English lion, and the middle one is a “ protected 
state ” (under tutelage) which means that the 
Rajah of Cooch Behar is a puppet of the 
English. The road leading towards Tibet lies 
on that side. One must go through Sikkim, a 
nearly independent state of robbers, then 
Bhutan where the devil can break his legs, 
or by Nepal where no Englishman will be 
allowed to enter for any distance on the road. 
I had asked the Foreign Office for a pass 
for Sikkim. It was refused. The Secretary 
writes: “ We have no objection to your going 

7 
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to Tibet and crossing the British territory 
thither, but beyond our territory we do not 
answer for your safety." Of course they 
would have been delighted had I been killed. 
I then said: “ You have not given me a 
passport—well, to the devil with you. I will 
go all the same.” It was too late to go to 
Shigatse, the capital of the Tashi Lama, but 
I decided to go to the Lama Monastery, 4 
days from Darjeeling (a second Simla) situated 
on the border of Tibet itself. I went there 
on foot, because one is not able to go with a 
carriage, only on yak or horse-back, and we 
climbed and crawled not 4 but 8 whole days. 
At times they carried me in a “ dandy,” a 
kind of palanquin armchair. Several times 
they nearly precipitated me into the abyss, 
but we arrived all the same, not in Tibet, but 
on its border. But here comes the funny 
part. The frontier is a fast-flowing stream 
with a swinging bamboo bridge—on the other 
side, military barracks with frontier guards, 
the Lama Monastery and a village. It is a 
narrow gorge where only ten men can pass. 
We found on the Bhutan side two English¬ 
men, clad like beggar-monks (I immediately 
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recognized them) and a few Indians of the 
Survey Department and a caravan. We learnt 
that for a week they had been waiting in vain 
to be allowed to pass over to the other side. 
The guards spoke to them over the stream, 
got angry with them, called them names, 
but did not let them pass. Somebody said 
to me : “ It is useless to have come, they will 
not let you pass.” “We will see,” I replied. 
I sent the Burmese Theosophist with a letter 
from the Lama of the Monastery of Pamion- 
chi and they let him pass, and after one hour 
the chief Lama himself came and brought me 
tea with butter and all kinds of delicacies as 
a present. Having saluted me and seen me 
enjoy his gifts, he ordered me to be brought 
to his monastery and they let me cross the 
bridge with honours, together with 3 Cinga¬ 
lese, but the Englishmen had to remain where 
they were! I remained there 3 days. I was 
only afraid they would not let me go away 
again. I lived in a small house at the foot 
of the walls of the monastery and I talked 
day and night with the monk Gylynjanic (also 
an incarnation of Sakya-Buddha) and I spent 
hours in their library where no woman is 
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allowed to enter—touching testimony to my 
beauty and my perfect innocence—and the 
Superior publicly recognized in me one of the 
feminine incarnations of the Bodhisattva, of 
which I am very proud. I read to them a 
letter from Koot Hoomi in The Occult World, 
and the guides carried me back by another 
way to the bridge. When we had crossed 
the bridge, the Englishmen were no longer 
there. And that is how I arrived in Sikkim 
where I find myself at present and where I 
am staying in another monastery, 23 miles 
from Darjeeling. Of course the English were 
very angry. I have heard long accounts of 
their wiles. They are doing their utmost to 
get into Tibet. They take boys, generally 
converts, teach them Tibetan, give them a 
Buddhist education and when they are ready, 
dress them up as Lamas, and give them a 
prayer wheel in which, instead of the prayer 
“ Om mani padme hum,” are hidden instru¬ 
ments. But not one of them was able to 
reach Lhasa,^ or even Shigatse. They are 
always caught and expelled from the country. 
Some even disappear without trace and the 
English do not want to make an investigation. 
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because they are conscious that their ruses have 
failed. Three years ago Sir Richard Temple, a 
truth-seeking baronet, came to Sikkim with a 
letter from the Government in Calcutta to the 
Tashi Lama. He was led to the frontier and 
they showed his letter to the guards—but the 
letter was not accepted and he was not 
allowed to pass. He prayed and begged but 
for all answer they pointed to their throats 
saying ; “ Cut our throats first and then you 
can pass.” Not even the letter was allowed 
to pass. And so he returned—with a thumb 
to his nose to Calcutta. Then why did they 
let me pass ? It is because I am an incar¬ 
nation of Buddha. I only saw Koot Hoomi for 
3 hours, and your letter came back with one t 
■of his disciples. I a sked Him the reason] 
of your unhappiness, but he answered, 
“I have not the right to use my clair¬ 
voyance to learn other people’s secrets. Tfell 
the Prince that I refused to tell you (that 
means me) his grief, but that I will do my 
best to help him and precipitate the crisis 
one way or the other." And that is all, 
but I also think I know a little what your 
pain is. 
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But enough. May the celestial powers keep 
you long, very long. I return in 2 weeks. 
I will pick up your table and mosaics in Agra 
and return home. 

Your devoted 

E. BLAVATSKY 

[H. P. B. writes on the back of one of 
two 51 X 2l Tibetan envelopes, with designs 
in red on the front] : 

“ The prettiest girl in the world can only 
give what she has,” and having no envelopes 
I close my letter in a Tibetan monastery. 
These two envelopes have been given me by 
a Lama. I am sending this letter through 
a trustworthy messenger; the Manager in 
Bombay is sending it on to your name. If I 
send it with your name from here among the 
Lamas the letter will not reach you. The 
English will stop him in Darjeeling and will 
take the letter. 


* Greek: I have found it, 

* Not in Sikkim, but in British India, the station before 
Darjeeling on the hill train. There is a Tibetan monastery at 
Ghum, and tourists from Darjeeling now visit tlie monastery. 
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* H.P.B. writes of this journey in her letter to A. P. Sinnett 
from Darjeeling dated October 9. (Letters of H.P.B, to A. P. 
Sinnett, p. 38). There is also a description of it in the Memo¬ 
randum “How a Chela Found his Guru ’ by S. Raraaswamicr 
dated October 7, 1882 (Letters from the Masters of the Wisdom, 
Second Series, by C. Jinarajadasa, Appendix A.) 

* One did, the famous Indian Sarat Chandra Das of the Indian 
Secret Service. He lived in Lhasa some months. 



Bombay, 

December 15, [I5S2]. 


My dear Prince, 

If I do not go mad with the responsibility 
of the money and commissions that I have 
taken upon myself, it is because my brain 
has been turned upside down. Those pigs 
of Parsees, Banias, vendors, etc., have si mpl y 
worn me out. They ask four times the price 
and then they deliver the goods at a reason¬ 
able price after a month of bargaining and 
swearing (your pardon I). Whether you get 
angry or not, I could not, I swear it, buy 
at a cheaper price. For the bronze work of 
Benares I gave 10% to the agent, Laurie, 
through whom I sent the things, otherwise 
you would have had to wait six months more. 
The other objects I bought myself and I bar¬ 
gained like a Jew. For the marble table 
(i.e., for the top of the table) they asked 350, 
500 and even 600 rupees. The one I sent 
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was given to me by a friend for 200 and 
I went especially from Allahabad to Agra to 
get it. It is Lord Ripon who has spoilt them! 
He buys, to be popular, at fantastic prices. 
Regarding the two mysterious shell tables 
that you wished for, not only was it imposs¬ 
ible to find them, but nobody knows anything 
about them or has seen anything of the kind. 
Other things are only sold in lots of 21 pieces. 
There are some old arms but they are not 
beautiful, although the Rajputs assured me 
that there was more English blood on them 
than ornamentation; but that is no great 
consolation. An Indian carpet is worth 
6 to 10 rupees a square yard, that is to say, 
it would have cost 400 to 500 rupees for a 
carpet for a large room. As to the stuff for 
upholstering the furniture, one could only 
find Benares brocade at 40 rupees the yard 
and no samples are given unless a few rupees 
are given for each little piece. 

Now, if you like, I can order in Bombay a 
carved foot for the marble table, for 25 or 
50 rupees. But I am afraid you will be angry 
that I have already spend 474 rupees more 
than you sent, but you told me if necessary 
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to spend another £ 50; it is nothing to 
you for you are a millionaire ; even I myself, 
“ a young, poor but honest woman,” can find 
means to have in my house several curios. 
There are some things I have not yet been 
able to find—objects in ivory chiselled like 
fine lace, or in precious wood carved in 
Ceylon, etc. In Madras there are lovely 
things. I had ordered carved figures in 
costumes of all the Indian provinces (35 rupees 
for about the same number of pieces) and a 
few pagoda lamps. But when I made up my 
account I was horrified. I think I had better 
keep some of them for myself if I do not 
receive a definite order to send them to you. 
Two huge vases for the lamps (larger than 
I ordered) must also be taken into account, 
which I ought to keep as I could not make 
you wait a year for them, and I worried day 
and night wondering what you are thinking 
of me that I take so long to send the things. 

But I hope you will be pleased. If you 
need something I am always ready to serve 
you. I am sending you 3 boxes by the Buxey 
Company and I am insuring them. I have 
given strict orders to them, according to your 
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wish, to take the Austro-Lloyd Co. I am 
sure the things will reach you in a month. 
Enclosed pray find their address, together 
with the list of the objects. I have described 
each one so that they are not stolen at the 
customs and I beg you not to lose it and to 
verify everything. The day after tomorrow 
all our Society leaves for Madras for ever. 
The Theosophical Society over there has 
bought a whole castle ' for the Theosophical 
colony and asks me to move in there 
to be with them in the south. In India 
alone there are at present 42 Societies and 
when I die (I hope it will be soon), there will 
be someone to take my place. 

I am afraid you have not been satisfied with 
the last objects I sent. If that be the case, 
kindly excuse generously as always. 

I remain always and for ever, 
your devoted 

ELENA BLAVATSKY 


' In French, chateau, a country house, the present Main 
Building of Adyar Headquarters. 



Madras, 

December 25, 1882. 


My dear Prince, 

As you see, I am writing from the new 
castle where we, i.e. the Theosophical Society 
(27 people), have made our appearance.* I 
nearly went mad after celebrating for 3 weeks 
our Anniversary and moving the whole house¬ 
hold 1,000 miles to here. IJi ope an d ask the 
Buddha to fill your gende soul with, compas¬ 
sionate understanding for my old age and for 
the delay of the parcels. But, thank God, 
everything is now finished. I have sent you 
3 boxes and have insured them for 200 pounds, 
all of which belongs to you. I have forwarded 
to you the bill of lading or landing —the devil 
knows what the paper is called. My main 
anxiety was that the objects in marble should 
not get broken; they were packed in my 
presence and during that time I kept con¬ 
tinually threatening the English packers that 
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if they did not do it properly you would 
immediately start out on a campaign from 
Tiflis, that you would cross the mountains and 
would capture India, which they could easily 
believe because of their fear of your generals 
of the Caucasus and of Asia. Thj_Jphn Bulls 
here are fools,! 

Now I will only sleep in peace when you 
have written me that you have received 
everything in perfect order. 

For what reason, my dear Prince, have you 
so offended our poor musical doctor —Rajah 
Surendra Nath Tagore ? Already in June (by 
me) he sent you from Madras, the diploma 
of “ Honorary Member and Patron of the 
Bengal Philharmonic Hall,” and he complains 
that up till now he has not heard if you have 
deigned to accept it or if you have thrown it 
into the waste paper basket ? He tells me that 
the Emperor of Brazil and the King of Bavaria 
have accepted. So, to console him, I replied 
that a Prince and Russian General is some¬ 
thing more than the puppet Emperor of Brazil 
or the butcher German King, and that he 
must wait patiently and not fret. So, he 
waits! Have pity, o^i the poor Hindu and 
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console him by accepting his diploma. Order 
one of your secretaries to acknowledge the 
receipt and to verify that it has been received. 
He is the first Rajah in Bengal and K. C. S. I. 
(Knight Commander of the Order of the Star 
of India). He is not a make-believe Rajah, 
but a real one, though a fool, and if you 
accept, he will be capable, as a sign of his 
gratitude, love and friendship, of sending you 
an antique vina such as surely you have never 
seen either in Russia or Europe. If you do 
not know it, I will describe it to you. The 
vina is an instrument invented by the God 
Brahma Himself, whose son was the first 
artist who played this instrument at the begin- 
ing of the Treta Yuga (487,000,000,000 years 
ago). It is an antediluvian guitar, or “ gousli ” * 
from which sounds can be drawn, that he who 
hears them attains his goal, and from a human 
being becomes a god. It must be true, for the 
Ramayana, the Indian Iliad, declares it to be 
so. Yet the English when they hear it, get a 
headache. But according to my Rajah friend, 
this is due to an accumulation of tears caused 
by emotion. Perhaps—but please accept the 
offered diploma, at least out of love for art. 



MADRAS, 1882 


111 


Today I heard that Vereschaguin had 
arrived at Darjeeling and the Bengal police 
are already keeping an eye on him, for fear 
that he may have brought some Russian 
Cossacks or a magical cannon in his pocket. 
And that is the attitude of the Liberal 
Cabinet of Gladstone and of the Constitution. 
No, America is better. Over there every¬ 
one is the first, and here, even the first is 
lower than the last with us in America. God 
be with you, aristocrats of Russia and England, 
but I have already been for long a pure 
democrat. I mock at the great of this land 
and do not see their value. They are not 
worth anything. But I fraternize with the 
poor and miserable people; I deal severely 
with the Brahmins, but sit familiarly with the 
pariahs, and I explain to them Sanskrit theo¬ 
logy and philosophy. 

But I fear to annoy you with my jests. 
May our Russian God keep you!—the God 
whom I still remember, but who, according 
to certain signs, has disowned me and will 
have nothing to do i with me. Do not forget, 
my dear Prince, to wear the talisman (the 
excrescence of the elephant). It is in one of 
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the boxes in an envelope. I swear it will 
bring you happiness and especially the desired 
relief. Try. 

Your devoted servant till the grave 
and ever ready ro serve you, 

E. BLAVATSKY 


* They arrived on December 19,1882. 

• (Translator’s note) : “ gousli,” ancient Russian guitar. 



Adyar, Madras, 
August 7, [IS53]. 

I have just received two letters from you, 
my dear Prince, and I am only able to answer 
you today, for I have been twice submitted to 
the torments of Job, so to speak, thanks to a 
heat that is enough to kill one and because 
of what by us is called “ heat boils ” but what, 
in the more elegant terms used here, is called 
“ prickly heat,” during which one can neither 
sit, write, move nor sleep. 

You write : More age than sex? Oh! sinner 
that you are! Will you be also in Nirvana 
such a Don Juan ? You will never grow old, 
my dear Prince, because it is not in your 
nature. You are a “nobleman of the old 
stock,” one of the old Russian Boyars} There 
are few such left in our holy Russia, and not 
many of your calibre. Alas, I believe that 
the present young generation is not worth 

anything. They are all, according to the 
8 
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expression of the deacon Leskovsky, “ roots of 
Corneville,”* “ sickly Arthurs But you arc 
a great sinner when you allow yourself to say 
that our philosophy is foolish, for it is just 
this philosophy you do not believe in that 
teaches us to keep till the age of 150 our 
“youth and sex.” It is true that for the 
latter, one can only preserve it on condition 
that one forgets all about it and that one docs 
not use it—which perhaps would not suit 
you. But look at our brothers, the Yogis, the 
Adepts of the sacred science! There is one 
whom I have known for 30 years—a man of 82. 
He looks not more than 30, tall, very hand¬ 
some, not a single grey hair, not a wrinkle, 
more beautiful than ever. And why ? Because 
he remained virgin and moreover without 
being a martyr all his life. Would you like 
me to send you his portrait, his photograph ? 

You laugh at my preciseness! Do you 
remember, was I so in my youth ? And I am 
worrying over the things I have sent you, 
have they satisfied you ? I had, for instance, the 
idea of sending you arms, although compared 
with those of the Caucasus which are much 
finer, these are not so good and I had trouble 
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in finding them. Soon in the whole of India 
there will not remain a single dagger or sword 
except penknives from Manchester, and the 
well-known flexible steel, the kitiba of India, 
has become a myth. 

You write to me that your “son” is in the 
Navy. But which son ? Have you got sons ? I 
thought not. And what is the use of having 
any ? They only bring sorrow. I am very 
curious to know about it. In Kieff, I believe, 
you had no children ; you had only the sons 
of the Princess. But perhaps I am mistaken ? 
If so, pardon me. I am getting old and my 
memory is failing. It would be a great joy 
to see someone of your family ; I would have 
welcomed him (in the I nd ian style, of course) 
so that he would often have remembered me. 
I would have put my all at his disposal. I would 
have shown him all kinds of most curious 
things. But your “ son ” is not likely to come 
here and I have left Bombay for ever and 
have settled in South India. My God! if 
only you could send me someone from Russia; 
I would like to see and hear a Russian before 
I die. Truly, I am beginning to be homesick 
and have a terrible longing to see my country. 
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But never fear, I will never, never set foot 
again on my native soil. My divorce from 
Russia is for ever. 

Who publishes The Caucasus in your pro¬ 
vince ? An obscure little Armenian ? But 
whoever it is, I would like him to know that 
he is telling lies about me. He lies about me 
in an indecent and incredible manner. Would 
you like to see what he has invented in the 
February number of September 17, 1882 ? 
That Mme. Blavatsky has been asked to leave 
the country, that she has done so and so, and 
finally that she has renounced Christianity, 
etc. Never I have renounced anything of the 
kind, and never have I been asked to leave 
Tiflis. Both times I myself of my own free 
will fled from there, because I was sick at 
heart and my soul needed space. No one has 
ever understood, nor ever will, what was 
happening in my soul. I never played the r6le 
of a misunderstood (!) and innocent woman. 
Where I have been guilty I admit it publicly, 
and it ill-becomes Ivan to point his finger at 
Peter. In my youth I seemed, and was, an 
anomaly in comparison. In that time there were 
in society more virtuous than non-virtuous 
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women, and nowadays Mme. Blavatsky, 
50 years old—and I know this with 
certainty—would probably have won the 
Montiano prize in comparison with your 
withered roses in Moscow and Petersburg. 
Further, I have never renounced the Christ, 
but definitely the Christianity of the popes, 
who are liars, hypocrites, meddling with 
politics. Nor have I ever renounced Russian 
Christianity, of which I know very little, but 
the Jewish Christianity which is rotten to 
the core, idolatrous and Jesuitical; and I fight 
against them unto death with all their Sal¬ 
vation Armies, their “Tartuffes”—mission¬ 
aries who have turned their Bible Societies 
into restaurants and drinking places, who 
make that which is most sacred into screens 
and shields to hide unclean political and 
commercial manoeuvres. As to the Editor of 
The Caucasus, he is a pig, let him know it. 

Do you think, my dear Prince, that my 
letters lack colour, that I am losing my sense 
of humour ? I would like you, my dear Prince, 
to pass only 24 hours in my cage and you 
would know then why, in those conditions and 
in such a life, it is difficult to keep up one’s 
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spirit. It is far easier to teach social and political 
truths than the Divine and spiritual Truth 
with which you may be sure we seriously con¬ 
cern ourselves. Up till now, my dear Prince, we 
have laughed and joked together, but at this 
moment I speak to you solemnly and without 
joking. I say to you that on my shoulders 
rests the responsibility of millions of souls. 
During the five years I have been here, the 
whole of India has been shaken. Under the 
influence of the Theosophical Society idolatry, 
superstition, caste system, everything is dis¬ 
appearing like a mist under the warm rays of 
the sun. The missionaries, who have not 
succeeded in several centuries in converting 
the Indians to Christianity (as the statistics 
prove, if you please), hate us because we un¬ 
mask when we can the dirty disguises with 
which they cover up their even more dirty 
deeds under the pretence of turning to Christ. 
In four years we have attracted to Theosophy 
more than 100,000 people (there are at present 
57 Societies), and they cannot boast of having 
even a few dozen converts a year, even 
though they pay them 2 to 10 rupees a 
month, from the day they are baptized, which 
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does not prevent the converts from wearing 
certain symbols, worshipping an idol and pros¬ 
trating themselves before a Brahmin. And 
why ? Because we teach only ethics, moral 
principles and sincerity and do not meddle 
with their personal beliefs. Ethics are the 
same in all the ancient religions and the 
Christ did not teach anything that had not 
already been said by Copfucius and the 
Buddha, and by even still earlier teachers,, by 
thie sages of ancient‘Egypt. Dead letter kills 
the spirit; that is why we try wherever we 
can to kill the letter but resuscitate the spirit. 

But perhaps I have already tired you 
enough. Only, my dear Prince, I beg you, in 
the name of truth and justice, if you hear 
or read something—often one does not 
understand our aims and activities and mis¬ 
represents our mission—please take up our 
defence. Know ; that in our cqnimunity there 
are fer vent Christian s as „well .as. heathens. 
He who does not understand that it is better 
to be a good and honest heathen than a 
corrupt Christian is not worthy to call him¬ 
self a Christian. Up till now, there are not 
tens but hundreds and thousands of our 
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members who have got rid of drunkenness 
and other vices. We have been able, after 
two years’ study of the ancient scriptures, to 
prove that the Vedas do not sanction marriage 
of 5-year-old children, or little girls who 
having become widows are condemned to 
celibacy and to social ostracism, but that it is 
the Brahmins who invented this dogma during 
the time of the persecution of the Buddhists, 
and thousands of little widows have been 
saved. Now, widow re-mhrriage is done every 
day and the Brahmins must have been humi¬ 
liated because they do not dare to go against 
the Vedas. Millions of people belonging to 
the Shudra caste, looked down upon by the 
Brahmins, in the presence of whom, the twice- 
born., they had not the right to sit—an act for 
which they were punished and their bodies 
branded with red hot iron at the back “ where 
the back ceases to be the back ”—now bless us, 
and this because we have proved (basing our 
assertions on the authority of the Vedas) 
that the Brahmin is not born a Brahmin but 
becomes a Brahmin according to his merit, 
learning and virtue, and that a great many of 
those who co-operated in writing the sacred 
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scriptures and the Vedas were born Shudras 
and received Brahminhood because of their 
knowledge and the saintliness of their lives. 

No, my dear Prince, my name will live long 
in India. In our meetiMg 5 now, the Brahmin 
is seated beside the Shudra and calls him 
“ brother ”. It will not die because, by losing 
myself, I am saving millions of people from 
suffering, ignorance and superstition. I can 
exclaim ; “ The Society is I,” just as Napoleon 
cried ; “ The State is I ” I have created it 
and lead it at present. As Christ said that 
He had come not to destroy but to fulfil the 
law, that is to say, the spirit of the law. 
I, the unworthy repentant Magdalene, can say 
without boasting t hat I reaffirm in India the 
l aw of T r uth, t hat I save th e ma s ses from 
sfevery, tea ch them s elf- respec t arid no longer 
to prostrat e the mselves at the feet of th e 
Brahmms, ete. That is what the Editor of 
The Caucasus does not know. 

Pardon, my dear Prince, this dull but 
necessary letter. There have been invented 
enough lies and calumnies about me; it is time 
to restore the truth. It is possible that in 
your eyes I am mad, but I am sincere and 
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passionately devoted to my work. It is not 
a Utopia that will die with me ; one need 
only read the vernacular newspapers from the 
Himalayas to Cape Comorin, in which every 
day blessings are poured on my head. Believe 
me, I have sown seeds that already are 
beginning to sprout and soon will cover the 
whole country with a wonderful harvest. The 
English understand it full well, but they do 
not know whether they should rejoice or be 
sorry; but they are afraid not to approve. 
And if the people of India consider me as a 
divine incarnation, it will pass in time and be 
forgotten like other superstitions. Let them 
believe what they will, so long as they listen 
to me. But that we know something others 
do not, that is true. My pupil. Colonel 
Olcott, the President of the Society—read The 
Theosophist, April Supplement, page 5, column 1 
—is performing, as you will see, instantaneous 
permanent cures of hundreds of people, with 
diseases that doctors do not know how to 
treat, paralysis, epilepsy, etc.; he accomplishes 
miracles and crowds flock to him. During one 
m onth in Ceylon he healed 119 lame, epileptic 
and blind'patie^ntsT’And lie Is my pupil! Well, 
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judge if you can. I cannot write to you 
anything interesting today. Graciously pardon 
me. By the way, my dear Prince, who is this 
Pashkoff, founder of the Pashkoff sect ? I used 
to know an officer of the Guards in 1860 
called Vladimir Serguievitch Pashkoff. Is it 
possible that it is the same one ? If so in 1860 
he was young and very ugly and not very 
manly, I believe—at least he was censorious 
of those who were; it would be interesting 
to know. 

When will you be in Tiflis ? Really, would 
it not be a good thing to advance Uncle 
Rostislaff a little; he is always stuck in the 
same place. It is probably our destiny in 
Russia. Everything comes from God. And 
now may all the Avataras and their terrestrial 
incarnations bless you. Do not get annoyed 
if my letters are foolish. What can I do about 
it ?—“ The prettiest girl in the world cannot 
give more than she has ” runs the saying. 

Your eternally devoted, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 

* Moscow nobility dating from the 16th century. 

* Fantastic tales. 

* In French : “ L’etat c’est moi," said not by Napoleon but by 
Louis XIV. 



Madras, 

November 7, 1883. 


My dear Prince, 

In a month it will be just a year since 
I sent you three boxes containing the things 
I bought for you—bronze vases, arms, and other 
curios that you asked me for. Since then I 
have not received a single line from you 
informing me if they have all arrived safe and 
sound. What has happened ? Are you angry, 
have you any grievance against me ? I have 
done my best. For months I tried to get what 
you wanted, and although I could not find 
everything you desired—because the money 
was lacking—I sent what I could and what I 
thought would please you—even the talisman 
asked for, the petrified wart of the white 
elephant! I have received only one letter 
from you in which you mention indirectly 
the curios sent—a letter from Petersburg 
written in the last days of the month of 
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January, acknowledging the receipt of the 
boxes at Tiflis. At the same time you make 
fun of me and my preciseness and say that I 
have not been so in the past, etc. You added 
in passing that you had given orders to send 
me the few hundred rupees that I owed for 
these objects, and which I have since paid 
myself. You do not perhaps know that your 
orders were never carried out; that the money 
was not sent and that not only have I never 
received it but that even the three letters 
written by the Manager of The Theosophist, 
containing his bills—for I do not remember 
which small sum covering subscription and 
books (50 rupees, I believe)—received no 
answer. Now, if I tell you this, it is because 
I am certain that you do not know anything 
about it and that it is my letter that will 
bring it to your notice for the first time. I 
know you great people too well to believe 
anything else. You give orders and then forget 
to ask if they have been carried out, and I 
regret not having written to you about it 
sooner. But, as it was a question of money 
and these questions are for me the most dis¬ 
agreeable, 1 tell you frankly that I hesitated 
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to let you know, fearing that you would think 
it was because it was a matter of receiving 
money that I reminded you of myself. I 
waited for you to write me first whether you 
were satisfied or not with the articles I had 
sent and if they had arrived safely—especially 
the marble and mosaic table—and that is why 
I also have remained ten months without 
writing to you. But as the months slipped 
by and nothing arrived, I came to the con¬ 
clusion that there was in all this a misunder¬ 
standing, a confusion. That, having given 
orders to settle the accounts, as one says here, 
and labouring under the impression that the 
money was sent, you, on your side, were also 
waiting for me to acknowledge the receipt 
thereof and expected a letter from me. What 
can this mystery be ? And what black cat has 
passed between us ? As far as the money is 
concerned—the devil take it! I have paid it 
myself and will pay also what is due for The 
Theosophist (for I am the editor and not the 
proprietor) so that you are not bothered with 
these accounts; but what troubles me is the 
idea that perhaps you are angry with me; 
that the last link between my Russian youth 
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and Indian old age is broken—that you have 
listened to some nasty story about me—that 
you despise me like so many others and—that 
you won’t write to me any more. Truly, I have 
a heavy heart at the thought. I know it is my 
destiny to die here alone, like a dog, surround¬ 
ed by my disciples, who are nice but not too 
broad-minded, without a single Russian soul. 
I know also that I shall see neither my country 
again, nor my compatriots, nor any of my dear 
ones. But it was also a consolation to think 
that there was someone in Russia who thought 
of me, even if he laughed and made fun of my 
Avatarhood, of my reincarnations, and who 
had not turned his back on me. And now, I 
do not know what to believe ! 

I put down my pen and close my letter. 
Unless and until I receive a line from you 
giving me the reason of your silence, I will not 
write to you again. I do not want to make 
things worse by bombarding you with letters 
that you will probably throw into the waste 
paper basket under the table without reading 
them. I have the whole universe against me 
and I spend my life in refuting calumnies 
against our doctrines and my humble person. 
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I am sending you the Bulletin of the Psy¬ 
chological Sciences in which, on behalf of 
our Hindus, I smack those Parisian fools 
(Spiritualists 0 who think they know more 
than the Hindus of their religion and doctrines 
and who are trying to raise arras against 
Theosophists for having the impudence to 
make fun of their “ spirits ” and materialized 
grandmothers. It will perhaps make you 
laugh. In the meantime good-bye, my dear 
Prince. If you are angry, say so ; if you are not, 
say so as well. But it is absolutely necessary 
that I know the last word of the mystery. I 
have done my best to serve and satisfy you 
and—“ the prettiest girl in the world not 
being able to give except what she has ”—I 
sign myself with resignation, 

Your entirely devoted 

and (eternally) grateful servant, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 

P. S. You probably know that for the past 
three months our Indian sun has become 
green as grass and that now it is becoming so 
blue that even the shadows on the walls are 
bluish; so we have a display of colours! 



Adyar, Madras, 
January 15, 1884. 

My dear Prince, 

New Year wishes. Your kind, dear letter 
was for me like the best of congratulations. 
What an Avatar I am! I thought you were 
angry with me and that is why I did not 
write to you any more. And for you, it is a 
good lesson: you must register your letters. 
Big Russian statesman that you are, sending 
your letters unregistered even with bits of 
political news! Do you not know what devils 
these Bulls ^ are, nimble as hares and timid as 
cats ? I never received your letter from 
Moscow. The last I got was from Petersburg. 
I am sure they must have stolen and read it 
either here or in Austria. In England these 
things are not done. In short, here they are 
real devils. I protested and made a fuss at 
the post office, but they of course denied 

everything and played the r6le of innocents, 
9 
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“ We did not do it, but your people are to 
blame,” they say, “ or else Austria But 
we know their innocence—it is like the 
innocence of the rose-queens of 'H.anterre — 
rather withered. Crowning of the Emperor ; 
dangerous rival; Russian Prince; Avatar 
of South Russia; suspicious individuals, 
etc., everything is suspicious. Your letter 
was certainly stolen. I tell them so and they 
get offended. Regarding the money you sent, 
you offend our Theosophists in Bombay. 
How could they stead money addressed to me 
and to the office of the Theosophical Society 7 
This is probably what happened : On Decem¬ 
ber 17, 1882, we left Bombay to settle in 
Madras. The money arrived, but they did 
not give themselves the trouble to look for me: 
they are not interested in Russian Avatars. 
Either they forgot me or they sent back 
the money to London with the notification 
“ Gone away ”. But perhaps also your Bank 
in Paris stole it. What other explanation ? 
Even if they did not find us, a whole year 
has elapsed. How is it that they did not 
send it back to you ? Therefore they robbed 
you as they did me. We are going to make 
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enquiries at the local police here and we 
must find out the truth. You too, my dear 
Prince, should give orders to make an enquiry 
at your Paris and London banks. You, my 
dear Prince, will always be listened to with 
respect, but we, small unknown people, though 
Avatars in some respect, who are we ? 

Now I will make my report. My poor 
uncle has been seriously ill. Have you heard ? 
He is in Odessa. All hope of recovery had been 
given up but, thank God, he is better now. 
We are all getting old except you. But what 
good would the fountain of eternal youth be 
to you, when you have a youthful heart 
14 hours out of 24 ? Only for one hour will 
your heart feel heavy, but as it belongs to 
the past it is not a serious matter. Think of 
the grief of others, my dear Prince, and be 
compassionate. Read attentively what I 
enclose and you will learn how a poor and 
honest woman with six children—she does 
not resemble me, poor sinner—who remained 
virtuous, suffers in this miserable world and 
is hungry with her children. Here is for you 
an opportunity of seeing the fruit of sinless¬ 
ness, of a life of sacrifice and self-abnegation. 
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My dear Prince, have pity on this poor sister. 
Do not be angry at her bitterness and her 
rather hard allusion to your person, and try 
and understand as a good Christian her 
hopeless situation. Good God! She earns 
38 roubles a month and has not 14 kopeks to 
buy a stamp ! My heart bleeds for her. For 
the love of Christ in whom you believe, help 
her and give her a subsidy. I have no money, 
but I am sending her two Indians shawls that 
were given to me by the Maharajah of 
Benares and the Maharajah of Kashmir. Let 
her sell them and keep the money. I do not 
need them. My things are constantly getting 
lost. For instance, my letters from India, 
From the Jungles and Deserts of India, were 
sold before they were finished for two roubles 
the volume, by Katkoff. And I knew nothing 
about it, and probably I will not get a penny 
from this book. Otherwise I would have 
given everything to her. Perhaps you will 
find it strange that I have not a single pie. 
At the Headquarters of the Society no one is 
allowed to regard the money as his own— 
-everything is put into a common fund. We 
are 37 people who are working night and day 
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in the community and until the expenses and 
the incomes are known, no one is allowed to 
spend a penny for himself. But that does 
not interest you. 

Well, my dear Prince, I depend on you as 
on a rock to help this sister. After all, what 
would it matter to you if you gave orders to 
pay a subsidy of 600 roubles to her ? If I had 
been in your place, I would have given all the 
public treasure to the poor, as I do with my 
own when I have the means. Even the Tzar 
is good. My heart is really heavy. Why 
have I been born into this world ? I hate 
myself sometimes for this reason. 

But my cry of Lazarus must not tire you 
too much. What else can I do, such is my 
fate ? Together with this letter you will 
receive a letter from Vera. Next time my 
letter will be more cheerful. Now I cannot be. 

We are having trouble. The libert Bill* 
is choking us, like bitter turnips. Our eighth 
anniversary has been brilliant, as you will 
read in the papers. 77 delegates, sent by as 
many Theosophical Societies—our Branch 
Societies —arrived from America, France, 
England and from every part of India. We 
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have 123 Societies in the world and one of 
the strongest is the English one. Three 
members of the Royal Society of England 
are Fellows of the “ London Lodge Theo- 
sophical Society And in all this, I am 
the Alpha and Omega of our Society. I am 
its warp and woof and, just as the German 
invented the monkey, I have created the 
Society. I have nourished it, put it on its 
feet and and even made it dance now. 
Members grow like mushrooms; in London 
alone there are more than 300. In Russia 
E. P. Blavatsky is a fool, and on the other 
side of the ocean she has been appreciated. 
Read the Supplement to the January Theo- 
sophist. I am sending you the cutting from 
a paper that understands nothing about it. 
Whether we die now or not, our Society will 
not die. I hope no one will steal this letter 
and that it will reach you and find you in 
good health—and with all that you wish from 
the fountain of youth. 

As to me. I have the honour to tell you 
that my legs are paralyzed and that for two 
months I have been pushed about in an invalid’s 
arm-chair from room to room. If I don’t get 
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better it is because it will be time to die. One 
is very uncomfortable without legs. May 
Parabrahman protect you from such a 
misfortune! 

Devoted till the grave, 

E. BLAVATSKY 


* John Bulls. 

• A bill introduced by Lord Ripon» the Viceroy, which proposed 
to bring European offenders to trial by native magistrates. 
This aroused such a storm of indignation among the European 
community that the result was a bill shorn of most of its 
important features. 



Sihor, 
Kattyawar, 
[Feh. 16, 18841 

My dear Prince, 

Eureka *! The mystery has been cleared up 
and the secret has been discovered. Your 
money has been lying about since a year ago 
in the safe of a bearded banker of the National 
Bank of France or something of the kind in 
Bombay. They received it, enquired for my 
address and learnt that I had left Bombay, 
never giving themselves the trouble to notify 
me or others. And you, my dear Prince, if 
you will excuse me, have made a blunder; 
you have sent me no letter to show who I am, 
so when I went to Bombay I went into all the 
banks to try and get the information. At last 
they found it and I was able to receive the 
money. 

Y our Karma has becom e heav ier owing to 
the suspicions you entertain regarding the 
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poor Theosophists—but that is a detail. Ex¬ 
cuse me if I disturb you. Pardon me also my 
unreasonable letter. I am not at home but on 
a visit to the Rajah of Wadhwan, a Rajput 
Prince, who has 17 soldiers carrying wooden 
and cardboard arms, wearing 17 different 
uniforms. He has just returned from abroad, 
from Paris, where he saw pictures of Russian 
uniforms, bought some and as soon as he 
came back, dressed his pensioned retainers in 
them (I think it was the Lancers’ uniform), 
for which he was severely punished by his 
guardian, the political Resident, who confis¬ 
cated the uniforms, had them publicly burnt 
and had the Rajah arrested.^ Now I console 
him in his solitude. Ardent Theosophist. he 
called to me in his grief and I came. To take 
his revenge on the political Resident, this 
ardent young man organized a brilliant recep¬ 
tion for me on his own railway-line and 
I travelled all the way “ with flags flying ”. 
When I arrived I was received by the band 
of the regiment’s musicians, and instead of 
playing “ God save the Queen ” they played 
“ Yankee Doodle.” the American song; and 
at the last station where he came to fetch me 
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with his followers, there was a big triumphal 
arch with a transparent decoration lit from 
behind with a Russian salutation in Russian 
letters : “ May all happiness be yours.” !!! I 
nearly fainted it was so unexpected, and also 
out of fear for the poor Rajah. He will smart 
for it. But the valiant Rajput is splendid. 
He returns to the English tooth for tooth. 
He says: “ Hunder my royal herit age as much 
as you wish, but do not prevent me from 
e xpressing myself, othervHse I w ill seU my 
kingdom to th^ Jews, break my crown on 
your heads and fly to America ”! It is difficult 
for me to manage him. 

Another piece of news! When you receive 
this letter I will be in Europe—prob¬ 
ably somewhere in Switzerland or Boulogne. 
The doctor declared to me, as he did to 
Mme. Kourdioukoff *, that it was time for me 
to go and drink German mineral waters where 
“you will be in the company of lords, 
counts, princes and people of high birth”. 
The doctor said: “ If you do not leave for 
Europe, then in 3 or 4 months you will leave 
for Nirvana.” I had no wish to leave. I want 
to die in India, but the Theosophists have 
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begun to shriek ; they want me alive and not 
dead and so I am going. They have given me 
a secretary and a musician with a sitar (whose 
duty is to send me to sleep every night 
with a Vedic hymn and to wake me each 
morning with the majestic hymn to the 
Dawn), and an Indian servant. I leave on 
February 20th * (it is today the 16th) from 
Bombay by the French Messageries; I d o no t 
want to take an English ship. I hate their 
proud a nd arro gant faces. In three weeks I 
be at Marseilles; perhaps I will go to Nice 
to pay a visit to the Countess of Caithness 
(Duchesse de Pomar). She is the President of 
our Paris Society, the “ Theosophical Society 
of East and West,” and from there I will 
go to the health resort to which I shall 
be sent. From there I will write to you 
if I am permitted. If you do not feel 
like it, do not answer me. I have only 
been given four months’ holiday. In July 
I must be back, for about August 11th in 
Calcutta there will be a Congress of all the 
Thcosophists in India, and I must also go to 
Burma. King Thibaw begs me to come and pro¬ 
mises to give me a white elephant as a present. 
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Of course all this will happen if I do not 
die before the winter. My dear Prince, I feel 
very unwell; all my muscles have gone to 
sleep like the crayfish in winter; vital energy 
has disappeared, and therefore all strength, 
and my brain is dull; I am going to pieces! 
The doctors say (but they are all asses) that 
I have overworked my brain. “ The brain 
is overworked,” says a London oracle. But 
what brain have I got ? Perhaps when I die 
and they want to cut my body to pieces, 
they will find that I am like the gentleman 
who tried to blow his brains out but did not 
succeed for the good reason that he had no 
brains—and 1 have never had a brain, except 
” roots of corneville ” * about which I have 
already spoken to you. 

Anyhow it does not interest you, but it 
would be nice if you also made a tour abroad 
and we could meet somewhere, and then 
you would be able to knock some sense into 
the head of this Indian marvel. One cannot 
write everything. Verba volant ; scripta 
manent, as the wise men say Letters go 
astray; yours also may get lost. Now allow 
me to say good-bye. I leave tomorrow for 
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Bombay and must get ready. O unhappy 
one that I am, quite like the “ wandering Jew.” 
They do not let me die in peace. 

May God give you . . . but what ? 
Exhausted, dizzy and yet 

faithful to the grave, 

E. BLAVATSKY 


* Greek, “ I have found it ” : the exclamation of Archimedes, 
the mathematician, who as he was bathing discovered the 
solution to a problem, and rushed out naked into the street 
shouting. Eureka, Eureka. 

^ I doubt whether this is exactly what happened. H. H. Daji 
Raja, Thakore Sahib of Wadhwaii, a small state in Kathiawar, 
was the prince referred to. 

* (Translator’s note); Heroine of a comical Russian poem of 
Miatleff. 

* On Feb. 20,1884, H. P. B., Col. Olcott, Mohini M. Chatterjec 
and B. T. Padshah sailed for Marseilles, on S. 5. Chandernagore, 
H.P.B.’s devoted servant was Baboola. 

* Fantastic tales. 

® Latin: Words fly; writings remain. 



46, Rue Notre Dame des Champs, 
Paris, 

June 3, 1884. 


My dear Prince, 

Here I am again before you like the widow 
of the Gospel annoying her judges. I hope, 
however, that you will condescend to listen 
to my humble request, not in order to get rid 
of my importunity, but from a spirit of justice 
—one more expression of your good nature 
that I will thread on the cord on which your 
eminent qualities are strung like pearls. Let us 
hope that you will not prove this to be false 
any more than you have done in the past. 

The official petition that I am sending you 
will give you the reason but sheds little light 
on the heroes of the incredible event that 
happened to me. You will laugh at it as 
usual. I do not laugh. It is something so 
disgusting and so unexpected, that it had never 
happened even to me to whom so many things 
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have happened! Judge for yourself and tell 
me what you think of it. 

Till now, I have been calumnied, vilified 
and made the heroine of all manner of stories 
by English and American and other noble 
strangers—who knowing little of me, replaced 
the truth by more or less absurd inventions. 
I left them alone, because always in addition 
to the suspicion of being a spy in India, there 
was the matter of the lovers which must 
certainly belong to Mme. Blavatsky’s life, 
like other worldly blunders that you call so 
humorously “ the pleasures of your age and 
your sex ”. Let it be proclaimed to the whole 
world: I have never in this respect come 
up to the high level of some ladies belonging 
to society, whom I know and you know also. 
But all that is only a detail and merely a 
matter of taste. 

But here is a new and far worse calumny 
that emanates from a Russian !! It seems she 
is jealous of my present reputation and of 
attention given to the Theosophical Society 
by the French and English papers and the 
flattering articles that have appeared on my 
humble person. At least that is what 
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Mile, de Glinka, daughter of Glinka, the 
Ambassador to Brazil, (she is a Theosophist 
and my friend), assures me. As Lady-in- 
waiting she must know better than others 
the secret motives of other Ladies-in-waiting 
who dishonour the Imperial Court with their 
vulgar viper tongues. I am speaking of my 
new and unexpected enemy the Lady-in- 
waiting, Mile. Smirnoff, whom in fact I have 
never met. From the very first day of my 
arrival in Paris she began to frequent high 
society and paint me in colours of her own 
special Smirnoff invention, that which the 
late Prince Bariatinsky called “ the Smirnoff 
poison She could have received a patent 
for this poison, like Pope Borgia for his own 
poisons, and if she did not do so, it shows 
her caution. But this time she has gone too 
far and I cannot bear it any longer. It is 
I who am resolved to ask for her a patent, 
but in the Police Court, for serious defama¬ 
tion of character. Here is, for instance, an 
example of the foul abuse she writes to 
MUe. Glinka, and I have her letter. Your 
name is also mentioned. (Read the copy 
I send you, it is interesting). I would 
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willingly forgive her what she says of me, the 
horrid viper, (I hope she is no relation 
of yours). But what she says of my poor 
sister Jelihovsky, whose honourablencss is 
known to the Grand Duke Michael and the 
Grande Duchesse Olga Fedorovna, under 
whose eyes she has lived for 22 years in 
Tiflis —thca I unll never forgive her —nor her 
infamous lies about my poor uncle hardly was 
he dead, and my grandfather Fadeyef. The 
old hag is capable of spitting her venom and 
dancing the Carmagnole ^ on the open tomb 
of her own father. I am not surprised any 
more, and begin to believe in the truth of 
what a Russian told me in Nice—and all the 
while I was defending her through my love 
and devotion towards the Imperial family of 
Russia. I was ready to show my claws. Here 
are his words: “ The anarchists owe their 
existence to the tongues and intrigues of the 
old Ladies-in-waiting between their turns of 
office. The gossip of the idle Ladies-in-wait¬ 
ing is the source of all discontents. And their 
calumnies, on whatever touches the CourL 
on themselves and even on the members 
of the Imperial family, which they whispered 



146 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


confidentially in the public ear. are now, thanks 
to a certain class of those dissatisfied with 
truth, thrown in the face of Russia, together 
with dynamite.” Of course this did not anger 
me, but other things that he said did. But I be¬ 
lieve that this part of his information was true. 

All my numerous Russian acquaintances here 
have advised me to send you this request. All 
that she has said about lovers cannot be con¬ 
sidered as a motive for accusing her of defam¬ 
ation, but what she writes can lead her to the 
bench of the accused, if she does not make a 
public and written apology. Therefore, my 
dear Prince, I beg you in your double capacity 
of Supreme Chief in the Caucasus, and a 
gentleman who has a horror of calumnies (I 
dare not say friend, for really I have suffered 
too much to believe in the friendship of the 
great on this earth), to give orders to the 
police to send me as soon as possible the 
information I need. Let them look into the 
archives, and make enquiries all over Russia. 
I know and you know also, that I have never 
in all my life been accused of swindling or 
theft nor anything of the kind in all my life. 
I have never been accused. What a wicked 
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liar and how full of poison this woman 
Smirnoff is. Your Court vestals are fine 
indeed; I still prefer the soiled Rose-queens 
of Nanterre and Enghien ! 

I beg you to send me your letter to Paris, care 
of Mme. de Barrau, F. T. S., Rue de Varenne 51. 
The Countess will forward it to me to London 
or elsewhere. I leave irf about 2 weeks. 

Do you know that we are having here the 
greatest success and that the Brahmin we 
brought is the society lion of the day and the 
favourite of the English aristocracy, London 
and Paris competing to have him ? * I would 
like you to know that more than one Russian 
has become a Theosophist. There is at Nice 
Princess Wolkonsky (Kleinmichel, before her 
marriage). General Kogen and his wife, 
Mme. Demidoff, Yakovlevna Troubetzkaya, 
€tc. But in Paris one of the most ardent Thco- 
sophists is Vsevolod Serguevitch Solovioff", 
son of the historian and cousin of the philo¬ 
sopher. Then there is Prince Leonid Ourous- 
soff and many others. They are all very 
indignant against the Smirnoff woman. 

My dear Prince, you who are so good, so 
generous, and who showed yourself to be my 
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real friend two years ago—don’t abandon me 
in this affair. Give even the devil his due. It 
is simply terrible. Write me a few lines to 
Paris (address : 46 Notre Dame des Champs) 
and say that it is an infamous calumny, 
for who better than you would know it 
in Tiflis? A long time will elapse during 
the police investiga*tions. Archives since 
1848 will have to be consulted, and you 
know that, apart from gossip concerning 
Mme. Blavatsky, about my adventures, not 
forbidden by the law, I have never anywhere 
been accused of swindling or theft. I only 
beg you to say in your letter to me whether 
you have ever heard anything of the kind 
about me at any time, I will then send this 
letter through Mile. Glinka or through Ourous- 
soff, to be shown to the old witch Smirnoff. 

In return I will always be your devoted 
servant to the grave, and I will pray on your 
behalf to all the blissful Ones. 

Your profoundly devoted, 

E. BLAVATSKY 

' (Translator’s note) : dance of the French revolution. 

* Mohini Mohun Chattcrjcc. 

® He later became an enemy of H. P. B. and wrote a book with 
supposed exposures of her trickery in occult manifestations. 



MME. BLAVATSKY ACCORDING TO 
MLLE. SMIRNOFF, Lady-in-waiting 

(This, my biography, is a word for word 
•copy ot the original composed by the Lady-in- 
waiting * Smirnoff, for the edification of 
Mile. Glinka. I only give a summary, i.e., 
leaving out the absurdities.) 

Her father .... etc. (known) 

Her mother. (idem) 

“ Her grandfather. General Fadeyef, as well 
as his son. General Fadeyef II, who left a 
not very enviable reputation in the Cau- 
•casus,” (etc.). 

“ Her sister married Jelihovsky, a true 
:gentleman who became mad because of her 
bad conduct. After his death she left for 
Odessa where she continued to live in a 
disorderly manner. (!!!) ” 

“ Mme. Blavatsky married M. Blavatsky 
when she was still very young, and had several 




150 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


children by him, all of whom died in infancy. {777} 
After his death she had still many more 
children, by other men, etc....” 

“ At the time Prince Dondoukoff was aide- 
de-camp of Prince Woronzoff who had also 
a good time with her.” (? ? O poor Prince!) 

“ Poor Blavatsky suffered a great deal and 
finally died." (And he is still alive !) 

(I pass now to the serious part.) 

“ Finally in Prince Woronzoffs time, Mme. 
Blavatsky went so far as to try and obtain 
money, not only from her lovers, but by 
all sorts of dishonest and ignoble and unlawful 
means and by swindling. The police in 
Tiflis wanted to arrest her for her misdeeds, 
but she fled to her sister in Odessa. (!! ?) 
The police in Tiflis informed the police in 
Odessa and she again fled. Then she returned 
to her sister in Odessa and came secretly to 
T if Us, where she mixed unth the lowest society, 
living a dissolute life, drinking and demoralizing 
the young girls (!!), inviting them to harems — 
that is the language of the ladies-in-waiting (H)^ 
—and acquiring money by all kinds of low 
means, in a most disgusting and dirty way, 
etc. Complaints were made to the police 
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by the people whom she had deceived and 
robbed. Hearing this, she again fled to 
Odessa, etc. 

To crown it all: In the Caucasus this lady is 
weU known for her swindling, thefts and bad 
deeds. For more than 30 years she has not 
dared to show herself in the Caucasus, know¬ 
ing that she would be immediately arrested, 
put into prison and deported to Siberia, for 
she is well known and her affair is a criminal 
case! 

(all the above signed O. Smirnoff) 


It is to this last phrase, the crowing infamy, 
my dear Prince, that I beg you to give atten¬ 
tion. You are the Commander-in-Chicf. It is 
easy for you to make enquiries. Let the 
pohce of Tiflis answer if there has ever been 
at the Police Court a case brought against 
me, whether criminal or not. Many things 
have been said and invented about me, but 
such infamies have not entered the head of 
my worst enemy! Such things could only 
have been invented by a withered old maid 
subject to hysteria and to hallucinations! Let 
me be accused of anything whatsoever in the 
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domain of love and be called “ King Solomon 
in petticoats ” and “ King David who in spite 
of his gentleness killed the husbands of his 
lovers ”; but to invent such calumnies is too 
much, and if she does not keep quiet and 
apologize, then I swear by all the saints that I 
will drag her to the Police Court for defama¬ 
tion. Never in my life has anybody called 
me a thief and a swindler! When did I secretly 
come to Tiflis! ? And what sister had I in 
Odessa if Vera was aged 14 when I left in 
1849 with the Blavatsky passport ? My sister 
was at that time with our grandfather and I 
had no other sister. Since then I have always 
been abroad and on other continents. It was 
in 1861 that I returned to Tiflis and that 
Blavatsky and I were reconciled and I lived 
for one year in the same house as he ; but I 
lacked the patience to live with such a fool 
and I again went away. Then I spent three 
months with my aunt in Odessa and, after 
seeing you, left and never returned. I beg 
you, my dear Prince, in the name of God, 
to send me an official paper from the police. 
I fear nothing. Let them say all they 
know of me. It is truly awful. Is there 
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really neither truth nor justice on this 
earth ? And everything that this witch 
writes of Vera. . . . All this done by a fille 
‘ d'honneur '! * 


* (Translator’s note): In French Demoiselle d*honneur '^— 
here H. P. B. has underlined “ honneur ” (honour) and put an 
exclamation mark after the word. 

* Maid of honour. 



H. P. B.’S PETITION 

To His Highness the General Commander-in- 
Chief in the Caucasus, Prince Alexander 
Mihailovitch Dondoukoff-Korsakoff, on behalf 
of the wife of the State Councillor, Elena 
Blavatsky. 



PETITION" 

Following false rumours and calumnies 
started in Paris by ill-intentioned people, 
asserting that for 30 years I have not dared to 
return to the Caucasus because of a crimincd 
case against me of theft, cheating and swindling, 
I have the honour to respectfully ask your 
Highness to have delivered to me an official 
testimony from the police of your region and 
to have this document sent to me personally 
at Paris to the following address: 46 Notre 
Dame des Champs, aux soins de Comte Gaston 
d’Adhemar, Chateau Cronsac, Enghien, 
near Paris. 

To make the task of the police in their 
search easier I ask your permission to men¬ 
tion the following: 

I married in 1848, 6th July, at Djellallogly 
in the District of Erivan. I was 17 then. I 
left Erivan and came to Tiflis next year, and 
after remaining there two years I left with 
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the passport issued to me by Mr. Blavatsky 
for Odessa and abroad. Then the second time 
I came to Tiflis to see my relative, the 
Privy Councillor Andre Mihailovitch Fadeyef, 
in 1860, and stayed with him about a year 
with my husband Blavatsky (who was then 
a Councillor of State.) The address was 
Golovinsky Avenue, in the house of 
Mr. Dobrzhausky. After that, in 1863 I left 
.for Zugdidy and Kutais and returned to Tiflis. 
I stayed in the house of my uncle almost one 
year. I left for Italy in 1865 and never 
returned again to the Caucasus. During all 
this time there was no complaint against me, 
and there was no court case; not even was 
there no criminal case, but not even the 
simplest civil court case was ever brought 
against me. Now I must humbly beg to 
certify that this was as declared. 

E. BLAVATSKY 


* The petition is not in H. P. B/s handwriting, but in that of 
someone who writes a large, clear hand. But the signature is 
H.P.B.’s. 



LETTER OF MLLE. GLINKA 

PARIS, 1 rue Lincoln ' 
(Champs Elysoes) 
3/25 January 1884'. 


Your Highness, 

Permit me to address myself to you on a 
question which interests us as Russians. You 
are not unaware of the attacks and the 
calumnies to which Mme. Blavatsky has been, 
and finds herself unceasingly, exposed. 

I am not personally acquainted with 
Mme. Blavatsky, but her book Isis U nveiled, 
and all her work in India, interest me in¬ 
tensely. A remarkable intelligence, a know¬ 
ledge, an energy that is unparalleled, place 
her to my mind at a very high rank in the 
order of genius. 

This is certainly not the first occasion! 
£of her revealing her ability]. From this 
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point of view, and from the point of view 
of a compatriot, I should like to be able 
to refute a strong vilification which I intend 
indignantly to attack. Thus yesterday some 
woman in front of me pretended that the 
Police Courts of Tiflis had convicted her 
of theft, cheating and deceit. Seeing the 
woman I find in her works, I am not able to 
believe them, and moreover that is the only 
reply that I am able to give! Would it be 
possible, your Highness, to obtain from over 
there a clarification on the part of the Court 
at Tiflis ? It is said that it was about the year 
’60 that this happened. If, as I hope, it is a 
hateful calumny, nothing could better befall 
than an official declaration from the Tiflis 
Court. 

If she were in Russia it would not be 
serious, for I must state to our shame that 
after the English it is the Russian women 
who attack her the most! It would seem that 
to rise above mediocrity is sufficient for the 
wicked to throw mud at you. 

In the perfect certainty, your Highness, 
that if you have the means you will assist me 
in the defence of our compatriot, I end these 
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lines, asking you to be good enough to receive 
the expression of my most distinguished 
sentiments. 

JUSTINE DE GLINKA 


' This letter, written on heavily black bordered notepaper, is 
addressed to “ Mon Prince ” by Mile. Justine de Glinka, daughter 
of the ex~ Ambassador to Brazil in Paris. It will be noted that it is 
dated two or three months before the departure of Mme. Blavat- 
sky from India, and five months before Mme. Blavatsky’s own 
petition to Prince Dondoukoff-Korsakoff. 

* January 3 is ^the old Russian calendar, January 15 the 
calendar in general *use. 




FURTHER LETTERS OF 
H. P. BLAVATSKY 

TO 

GENERAL FRANCIS J. LIPPITT 
(Feb. to June 1875) 


11 



[Fe&. 1875} 


FRANCIS J. LIPPITT, ESQR.' 

My dear General,^ 

Do not think me rude or impertinent, for 
not answering you immediately. When I 
received your letter I was in bed, having 
nearly broken my leg by falling down under 
a heavy bedstead I was trying to move and 
that fell on me. I keep to my room yet, 
being unable to move or walk but very little, 
and it is the first time I take a pen in hand. 

I am surprised and shocked at what you 
write me about the Banner of Light. Are 
they such cowards as that ? Why in the name 
of truth do they intend crushing the Holmes 
and let Child go unmolested ? Now it is not 
fair or just. Spiritualism will never be able 
to crawl out from the clutches of suspicion 
and ostracism unless we Spiritualists help 
ourselves to extricate the genuine facts from 
rmder the weeds of falsehood and lies that 
suffocate the former. Let the Editor of the 
Banner understand that the world is not to 
be deceived. The public at large judges 
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Child by what he has done, and there is not 
a man, woman or child, but thinks him more 
guilty than the Holmses, for they judge him 
by his actions, and those actions speak for 
themselves. What will people say, when they 
come to find out, that the chief pillar of 
Spiritualism, the principal organ and pro¬ 
pagator of the truth, turns over to the 
judgment and punishment of the world 
such petty larceny as made by the Holmes 
and shields at the same time a burglar-like 
Dr. Child? In what is the justice of the 
Supreme Court of Spiritualism any better in 
such a case than the bribed decisions of a jury 
acquitting a Jay Cooke and sentencing to 
prison a miserable wretch who steals 25 c. to- 
bye ® himself a loaf of bread ? I have seen 
today Mr. Roberts, who visited me, and he at 
least will do everything in his power to show 
the truth of this case and drag out Child in 
his true character *. I have received a letter 
from Professor Hiram Corson of Cornell 
University and he agrees with me entirely, 
thanks me for my article and says that his 
own feelings and opinion of Dr, Child are 
mirrored in my article. I have received scores 



FEBRUARY. 1875 


165 


of letters from Spiritualists and I can prove 
that they all agree with me. I will say more, 
and please let it be known to the Editor of 
Banner. I received a letter from a very 
prominent person, who encloses therein a 
sum of money, as the beginning for a fund of 
money and sums to be spent for the expenses 
to arrive at the truth about Dr. Child. Cette 
personne est decidee a commencer ou pliltot 
instituer une bourse, et promet de m’envoyer 
d’autres contributions afin de commencer de 
stricte et sans delai un proces contre Child. 
Comment trouvez vous le bouillon, general ? ^ 
I am sorry to feel so weak as to find myself 
unable to write any longer. Please let me 
know the present opinion and decision of the 
Banner. I must have it. Did you read 
the “New solution of an old puzzle” in 
Scribners for January and February? Now, 
this looks like something rational, though I do 
not agree with the writer. You ought to 
read it by all means. Don’t you allow Bird to 
write if you can help it. I wrote to Wittgen¬ 
stein. You can find his address in the 
Banner. It is Nieder Valley on the Rhine. 
I do not know any other address. God bless 
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you. General, and God speed to you in your 
work. Complements of John and Betanelly. 
I will write you something wonderful next 
time. John begins his portrait for you on satin *. 

Yours truly, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 


* In the Archives is a foolscap envelope on which is written 
in ink (presumably by General Lippitt) the following: 

“ Letters from Mme. Blavatsky to F. J. Lippitt 
from February 13 to July 7, 1875 
with a photograph of her. 

In the spring of 1875 I received another long and in¬ 
teresting letter from her, which I sent to my daughter 
at her Convent School to read, she being specially 
mentioned in it. But it was never returned to me." 

* This letter is endorsed ‘‘ From Mme. Blavatsky, Feb. 13, *75 **, 

* H. P. B.’s spelling. 

* Dr. Henry T. Child. In the first communication received by 
Col. H. S. Olcott from the Brotherhood of Luxor, Egypt, in 
1875, signed by the Adept Scrapis and three others (see 
reproduction in Letters from the Masters of the Wisdom (Second 
Series), the following occurs: “It is our wish to effect an 
opprobrious punishment on the man Child and through thy 
means, brother. Try.” 

This person came before the American public in January, 1875, 
as an exposer of two American mediums, Mr. and Mrs. Holmes. 
Instructions were received by both H. P. B. and H. S. O. that 
Child himself was to be exposed, as he was their “ ex-partner 
and show-manager Col. Olcott exposed Child thoroughly in 
his Petrie from the other World. Says H. P. B. in her Scrap- 
Book in one place: “ Dr. Child was a confederate. He took 
money for Holmes* seances. He is a rascal.*’ In another 
place in the Scrap-Book she writes: “ Ordered to expose 
Dr. Child. I did so. Dr. is a hypocrite, a liar and a fraud.’* 

' French; This person has decided to begin, or rather institute a 
fund, and promises to send me other contributions in order to begin 
without delay an urgent suit against Child, What do you think of 
the broth. General ? 

* Reproduced in H.P,B, Speaks, Vol. I, p. 78. 



Philadelphia ' 
[Feb. 18751 

GENERAL LIPPITT 

Dear Sir, 

Your two last letters actually force me, 
quoting a Persian expression, to “ stick a 
finger of surprise in a mouth of amazement 
What in the name of Dickens do you mean 
by Mrs. White’s seance ? I live in the heart 
of this God forsaken and Child inhabited city, 
and see three score of gossips every day of my 
life but never, notwithstanding all my in¬ 
quiries and trouble—never did I hear of the 
black-hearted White turning up again to 
sight or hearing. You are the first who 
astounded me with this piece of news. What 
seance, what for ? I know Mrs. Holmes is 
here, humbuging Evans and Co. with her own 
materialized arms and elbows, though I 
declined to see her myself, not feeling over 
anxious to seek for pearls in such a formidable 
amoimt of rotten manure, but of White or 
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Leslie or Child giving seances never heard a 
word. If it is a fact Lord help old Robert 
D. Owen, for he is more crazy than ever it 
seems if he still credits Child’s lies and fibs. 

My leg is very little better, and I am afraid 
I will remain lame for some time. 

I sent for Roberts and I guess I will see him 
tomorrow, and talk with him about 
Mr. Hegard’s proposal. He has been to see 
me and is as anxious as ever to swallow 
Dr. Child alive. “ De gustibus non dis- 
putandum est For my part I would rather 
prefer swallowing a dead cat’s tail, roasted in 
fresh bugs’ blood. Anything but Child. You 
shall be surprised at Johny's present ; have 
patience only for he is very whimsical and 
disappeared again a few days ago. 

Pay my sincerest compliments to dear 
Mr, Colby and tell him henceforth I shall 
hang his portrait in company with “ Bayard ” 
the Chevalier sans peur et sans reproche ‘ and 
Godeffroi de Bouillon, le capitaine le plus 
consomme * de son siecle,* I mean to put him 
to trial again, him and his pluck. He must— 
and tell him so—as a true Spiritualist adopt 
the war cry of our Cossack volunteers and 



PHILADELPHIA, 1875 


169 


print at the heading of his Banner the follow¬ 
ing ; “ On thee, O Lord of the Host we rely, 
and dont allow us to turn our faces on 
eternal shame If it’s not quite good 
English, you must arrange it yourself. “ La 
plus jolie fille du monde ne peut donner que 
ce qu’elle a.” * My correspondents must accept 
me with my English or go without both. 

Don’t blow me up, my dear General, but 
for purposes known better to my own vile 
black heart I have copied your letter (the one 
you spoke of the cowardice of the Editor of 
the Banner) and sent it to Professor Hiram 
Corson for an article of his. 

Betanelly’s love and respect and Johny’s too, 

Truly yours, 
H. P. BLAVATSKY 


Endorsed “ Mme. Blavatsky, 22 Feb. 75 

* Latin: There is no disputing about tastes. 

* French : without fear and without reproach. 

* French : the most accomplished captain of his century. 

* H.P.B. plays upon the words bouillon and consomme, the 
former meaning thick soup, the latter thin, clear soup. 

* French : The prettiest girl in the world can only give what she has. 



Wednesday, 
3420 W. Philade—* 


My dear General, 

Do not blow me up, pray do not; I beg you 
should not take me “ a priori ” for a heartless, 
wicked, coldblooded wretch—“ Frappes mais 
ecoutes ” * holloed out Epictetus, to his 
master, while the latter was thrashing him 
with a heavy stick, some thousand years ago, 
and so do 7, hollo now to you, for I’m 
obliged, morally obliged to do my duty, and 
warn you by telling you what you do not 
know, hut can and must know by writing a 
few words, one question, to John Norton, 
Esq^ President of the Market St. Railroad, 
who will endorse what I say to you now and 
prove you how easily can a noble-minded, 
kind-hearted, thoroughly good man, such an 
one as you are, be imposed upon by cunning 
impostors at some 200 miles distance. 
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You are losing your time, dear General, 
running about and begging for people that 
have more money than you have yourself. 

One word more and I will be silent. 

The Holmeses couple are at this very 
moment bargaining to bye * a good horse and 
buggy to ride at their country seat, Vineland. 
They have opened the negotiations for this 
purchase—which perhaps you yourself could 
not afford—about a month ago, and as they 
could not get the horse as they wanted it on 
credit from Mr. John Norton, President, as I 
said, of the Market St. Railroad, they are 
bying it now from another party, boasting 
that they have friends enough to pay for 10 
horses. Can people doing such a thing be in 
great need, and starving as they pretend. No! 
thousand times no! Mrs. Holmes cannot give 
seances now, for no one will have her on 
account of her tricks; and not willing to lose 
her time, taking advantage of the stupid 
endorsement of some crazy idiots, who gave 
her all the chance in the world to cheat them 
and pxxffed her up in the bargain in the 
Banner, she now, with an impudence really 
worthy of admiration, comes out imposing on 
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Spiritualists and trying to snatch the bread 
from really needy starving Sp' mediums and 
lecturers to—bye horses with! 

Do you know, that I know for a certainty 
that the $18 swindled of me by the soi-disant 
“ detective ” Holmes went every cent of it in 
the pocket of Nelson Holmes the medium, for 
the former owed the latter this money and 
was put up to that trick by Nel. Holmes 
himself. I will prove it to you when I see you. 
If you do not believe me there’s an end of it. 
I give you facts. I will find out for a certainty 
how many lOO’s, or perhaps thousands they 
have in the Bank. I have letters from London 
and from the West, and then I will prove you 
that kind heart can sometimes do more 
mischief by helping impostors to impose upon 
the good faith of truly honest people than 
such cold-hearted wicked wretches as I may 
seem to you today. 

Pray, dear General, do not judge me harshly 
and before you have ascertained that I lie. I 
have so few true friends in this world and 
have been lately so cruelly misunderstood, 
doubted and branded —aye, branded with vile 
suspicion, when all my life is devoted to truth 
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and only to Truth, that 1 write you this with 
fear and do it only because I deem it my duty. 
My leg is getting paralyzed. So there's an 
end of it. God grant me I may follow it 
“ upstairs ” as soon as possible. 

Sincerely yours, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 


* Endorsed “ Mme. Blavatsky« Apr, 1875 ' 

* French: Strike but listen, 

* H. P. B.’s spelling. 



New York* 
Wednesday. 


My dear General, 

Writing from New York, I will receive 
your answer at Philadelphia, for I must 
return there tomorrow. 

I am full of sickness and—botheration, and 
hope to goodness you will be kind enough 
not to refuse me a little service obligeant * I 
mean to ask you; its a very serious matter for 
me and if you succeed you will help me out 
of a great trouble. 

Can you get some information in Boston 
about an old maid, named J. Loraine Raymond, 
or Lulu Loraine Raymond as she calls her¬ 
self. Her attorney is H. L. Netvton, No. 27 
Pemberton Square, Boston, but you must not 
try to get the information I want from him, 
for he is her counsellor. The only thing you 
could get from him would be her present 
whereabouts, the last will be very useful, but 
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what I will ask you to do is to ascertain what 
law suit it was she had which has been on 
the calendar for some time and is supposed to 
have terminated October 1874. Can you do 
so ? If you find out that it was a suit for 
blackmailing on her part, then I am all right. 

I just come from Riverhead where my case 
was tried on Monday, the 26th of April. I 
have won it. I proved fraud and conspiracy 
between the woman that swindled me and 
her lawyer, Marks. The jury found a full 
verdict for me for the amount claimed, 
damages and costs, but—Mr. John in his 
ardent desire to help me has carried his zeal 
too far. Hear what happened. After the 
verdict, Marks, the defendant’s lawyer, in¬ 
sulted me by saying that I won the case 
through a forgery of certain documents. If I 
had scorned the insult all should have been 
right but I did not. and called my lawyer to 
witness the insult. My lawyer called Marks 

a d-perjurer and Jew and a liar. The 

latter returned the compliment and my lawyer 
prompted by John (for he says he cannot 
understand how he did it) throttled Marks 
and throwing him on the ground gave him 



176 


H. P. B. SPEAKS 


the most magnificent thrashing to the delight 
of the audience and jurymen, for it was in the 
Court Room right before the Judge’s nose. 
So that Marks, beaten in the law suit and 
beaten physiquement parlant'^ after the law 
suit, grew as desperate as a wild boar and now 
brings out as a last annoyance, an indictment 
against me and my lawyers before the great 
jury for forgery of certain documents !!! Of 
course the scoundrel can dp nothing by it, for 
the woman herself has run away to London, 
and I can prove that she had on a previous 
occasion denied her signature in a contract 
under oath, but still he can create me much 
annoyance, and he did already, for he suc¬ 
ceeded in getting from the Judge Pratt a 
brief, till the 1st of June, and I cannot get my 
money for months to come yet notwith¬ 
standing I won the law suit. Now this Marks 
is known to be the greatest scoundrel in New 
York; he is known to be a thief by the judges 
and bench and a disgrace to the profession by 
the lawyers. Still he has the right to accuse 
even if he does not prove the crime. You 
can judge of him by one solitary fact, namely, 
that after I had obtained full verdict by the 



NEW YORK, 1875 


177 


jury in my favor at six o’clock in the after¬ 
noon of Monday, he actually, knowing that 
the case would not be put on record till 10 
the following morning, went and making a 
deed of the property sold it at 8 a.m. to 
another scoundrel as himself, defying the 
court and showing his contempt for it. 

Now he is just the man to bye * as many 
false witnesses as he can. He says that this 
Raymond will be his witness, to prove that 
she had seen on my table the memorandum 
book where the document was and will swear 
that she did not see it at the time inside of it 
Now, its a falsehood, for this Raymond never 
entered my room to my knowledge, but still 
the law is the law and unless we can prove 
that this witness is an unreliable drunken 
woman who has blackmailed others before 
me, her oath and evidence may wrong me a 
good deal. 

Please, dear General, do me the favour I ask 
you. C’est titre de revanche,* whenever I can. 

Truly yours, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 

John’s compliments and best love. 

12 



178 H. P. B. SPEAKS 

* Endorsed: “ From Mmc. BLavatsky around May 1st and 
3rd, 75/' 

* French; Kindly service, 

•French; Physically speaking. 

• H. P, B.’s spelling. 

• French; It is a case of repayment. 



TO GENERAL F. ]. LIPPITT' 

13 PEMBERTON SQUARE, 

(ROOM 13) 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Mon cher General, 

“ Le petit bon homme n’est pas mort 
encore.” * Lo! how I am tired with all this 
dying business. I wish I could die once for 
all and for good, as John says; for really it 
becomes a comedy. 

As soon as I am better I will write many 
interesting details. I am too weak now. 
Wrote to Petersburg and many others. 

Betanelly writes “ Isn’t my John a brick ? ” 
He is invited to St. Petersburg by the Com¬ 
mittee. Ask Mr. Sargent; he’ll tell you all. 

Friendly and with thank you, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 


' Postcard, with postmark, 19 June, endorsed, “ Mme. Blavat- 
sky, June 19, 75/’ 

• My dear General, The little old fellow is not dead yet. 



[July 18751 

GENERAL F. J. LIPPITT* 

1200 K STREET. 

WASHINGTON. D.C. 

Mon General, 

Malhenreusement, “ Thomme propose et 
Dieu dispose Je ne puis avoir le plaisir de 
vous voir k Philadelphia. Je pars demain, 
Mercredi soir—ou dans la nuit. Je vais en 
mission, reparer le tort qu’a fait 4 la cause de 
spiritualisme ce coquin de Dr. Child en 
rendant fou ce pauvre vieux Owen, Enfin, 
ils auront un joli compte &, rendre “ upstairs ” 
ces coquins 1^ de Holmes et leur Barnum 
show. Je vous verrai 4 Boston, ou Olcott se 
trouve pour le moment. My love to your 
dear daughter. 

Toute 4 vous,* 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 


* Postcard, endorsed ; Mmc. Blavatsky, July 7. 

•(Translation): Unhappily “man proposes and God dis¬ 
poses'*. I am unable to have the pleasure of seeing you at 
Philadelphia. I am leaving tomorrow, Wednesday evening or at 
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night. I am going on a mission to repair the damage done by 
that rascal Dr. Child in making pour old Owen mad. They will 
have a good account to render “ upstairs/’ these rascal Holmes’s 
and their Barnum show. 1 shall see you in Boston, where 
Olcott is at the moment. My love to your dear daughter. 

All yours, 

H. P. BLAVATSKY 
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